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WABASSO 


For your children and for yourself Wabasso 
offers a profusion of smart Spring patterns 
in fast-colour print cloths and broadcloths 

. dainty dots, colourful stripes and fas- 
cinating floral designs styled exclusively for 
Wabasso. The Wabasso white rabbit trade- 


mark is your assurance that the colours are 





(fruit 


and BAOADCLOTHS 


absolutely sun-fast and tub-fast and will last 
as long as the serviceable Sturdi-Cloth itself; 
that no trade-marked Wabasso print and 
broadcloth will fade even after repeated 
launderings and exposure to strong light. 
Ask to see the lovely Wabasso prints and 


broadcloths at your favourite store. 
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Don’t wait till there’s a shower of unsightly 
flakes every time you comb your hair! Don’t wait 
till ugly little scales begin to dim its beauty and 
there are great numbers of germs on your scalp. 
Don’t wait till itching irritates and annoys. These 
symptoms may mean ... dandruff! Guard against 


it with Listerine Antiseptic. 


To help keep your hair shining and beautiful 

. your scalp healthy and clean ... treat them to 

a Listerine Antiseptic “bath” with every shampoo. 
It’s easy. Simply wet hair and scalp with full- 
strength Listerine Antiseptic. Now... massage 
enthusiastically. You'll love the way Listerine 
Antiseptic makes your scalp feel. Tingling! Fresh! 


Extra clean! 


And you can be assured that Listerine Anti- 
septic is guarding your scalp and the appearance 
of your lovely hair, because Listerine Antiseptic 
kills millions of germs associated with dandruff, 


including Pityrosporum ovale. 


Get Listerine Antiseptic... make it a “must” 
for good grooming, as thousands of fastidious 
men and women do. Remember, Listerine Anti- 
septic is the same antiseptic that has been famous 


for over 60 years in the field of oral hygiene. 


Lampert PHarmacat Co. (Canada) Ltd. 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for DANDRUFF 


Made in Canada 
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The Age for Marriage 


ROFESSOR ALFRED C. KINSEY has startled current 
thinking with his book “Sexual Behavior in the Human Male.” 
Known as the Kinsey report, the findings are being studied 
by experts, and chatted about casually over teacups. 

The survey, based on a study of 12,000 Americans in 
all walks of life, shows, for one thing, that the traditional idea about 
the time of a man’s “prime of life”’ is all wrong. Instead of reaching 
the height of his sexual capacity and activity in the thirties, as most 
people believe, Dr. Kinsey finds that it is experienced in the late 
teens. “Over 73% of American males,” he says, “have premarital 
intercourse by the time they are 20; only a small percentage remain 
virgins till marriage.” 

His findings have vast significances for the future of marriage, 
parenthood, and education. The truth is, he shows, that an early 
marriage is the wisest. Yet the fact is that our modern way “°f life 
is delaying marriage into later years. 


IN CANADA the average age for marriage for men is 27 years, 
and for girls between 24 and 25 years. Well over half the men who 
married in 1945 were 25 or over. 

This average age has been pushed back over the years. There are 
many reasons. 

Money is perhaps the most important one in its effect on the 
marriage age of our boys and girls. Data show that the earning 
power of young people, as compared with older, has steadily de- 
clined. The average young man of today has, at the time of his 
marriage, less than half the accumulated earnings his father had at 
the same time in life. Over a 30-year period since 1918 the economic 
strength of young people up to the age of 25 has been cut in half! 


OBVIOUSLY, the reason for this is the fact that the average young 
man of today has a better education. His capital is not in dollars 
but in a better form of education. 

That better education results, eventually, as we shal 
higher incomes. But it delays the marriage age 

Among the 86,094 men under 25 in Canada who are married 
there are 50,398 on salary or wages. 


| 
| sce. & 


Their average earnings in the year preceding the 1944 census 
were $848! 


BUT MOVE the age group forward to men of 35 and under, who 
are married, and one finds striking differences in the income received 
when compared with the years of schooling the man had. 

Men with only one to four years in school were earning, on the 
average, $681 a year 
carraed $909, 
Men with nine to 12 years to their credit, earned $1,215 


Men with five to eight years in school, 
With senior matriculation or university, the average earning 
power was found to be $1,634 a year. 


CAN EDUCATION and marriage be combined? There is plenty 
of evidence in the record of young Canadian veterans to prove that 
it can be. The success of the married men who are taking university 
courses is proven already. In the University of Toronto, half the 
students are veterans. A great number of them are married. Thx 
opinion among educators is that they are, on the whole, bette: 
students than average, unmarried boys. These young men have 
purpose and a definitive objective. They get more out of university 
and give more to it. They have the support and encouragement of 
girls who are prepared to get along on small funds for a few years 
to buy a good future. They have early marriage plus an education. 
Of course the biggest plus they have lies in the funds availabl 


from DVA. 


WHERE DOES the answer lie for the average young man? It’s 
a problem only our civilization can solve. The best way to start is 
for men and women to begin thinking about it. 
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come rain... come shine... it’s NYLON 


Coat by 
Joshar Inc. 





Changeable spring weather is just another 
of those things nylon takes in its stride so 
well. Nylon ‘‘double feature’ coats give 
complete protection against rain—they 
shed water like a duck—yet they always 
retain their freshness and that delightful 
crisp look. You'll bless nylon for 
being so attractively useful. 


But that’s not all. These wonderful 
dual-purpose coats are as gay and light 
as butterflies and their practical 
durability is something to make 


the most budget-minded girl 
sing “hallelujah!” 





Look for the C-I-L Nylon Rainwear 
T. P.M Le Coat by 
ag... it’s your guide to Dimactile 
quality and satisfaction. The beauty 

of Nylon is its lasting beauty. 

Canadian Industries Limited, 

Nylon Division, Merchandising 
Service, P.O. Box 10, Montreal. 





Coat by Sports Togs Ltd. 





Coat by 
Triple S. Sportswear. 





Coat by Sports Togs Ltd. 


| CELLS 


L 





) MANUFACTURERS OF NYLON YARNS FOR THE TEXTILE INDUSTRY 








4 — Chatelaine, May, 1948 





The famous Ronson “CROWN” Table 
Lighter in rich silv er plate see $14.00. 
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RONSON Gifs ARE 
tec 2? 
Ever-Presents 


For Weddings 
Graduations 

Mother’s Day (May 9) 
Father’s Day (June 20) 


and other Anniversaries 


@On any table, any desk eee 
your gifts of richly silver-plated 
table lighters by Ronson will 
stand through the years as ever- 
present reminders of your aflec- 
tion. Few other gilts speak so 
eloquently of quality p- « Pet 
bear such modest prices. No 
other gift will serve so often... 
so faithfully . - every day. 
Press, it’s lit]... Release, it’s out! 


Sa fely out the instant you lift your finger. 


SMART TO OWN...SMART TO 
GIVE... At your dealer . . . other 
lovely Ronson lighters for pocket or 
handbag, starting as low as $6.50. All 
feature the famous, instantaneous Ronson 
safety-action: 


One-fi nger, One-motion. 


No individual orders can be filled direct 


FUN...EXCITEMENT...Tune in on 
Ronson’s “20 Questions” Saturday 
Monday nights, Vancouver) 
over CBC Dominion Network 


ONSON 


WORLD’S GREATEST LIGHTER 


Ronson Art 
Metal Works 
(Canada) Ltd., 


Toronto, Ont. 




















Brief Encounter 





Meet Mary Scott, here with daughter Barbara Ann, and see 
if you don’t agree that she’s a champion in her own way, too. 


But What’s Her Mother Like? 


By Lotta Dempsey 


HE TEA was strong and good, and 
the conversation that of any con- 
genial group of women sitting 
around at four o’clock in comfort- 
able chairs, discussing news of the 
day, household problems and children. 

Mrs. Scott’s pretty daughter bent 
over, brushed her mother’s cheek with a 
flying kiss, and called back as she 
started for the stairs, “ Mother, there’s a 
phone call for me. Take it, eh? I want 
to get my skates on.” 

The older woman looked up in her 
quiet easy way. “You get it, dear. You 
can see I’m busy.” And she went on 
talking to her guests. 

““Oh-——of course. Sorry.” 

And Barbara Ann Scott, Amateur 
Skating Champion of the World, walked 
with that light but firm step of hers to 
the telephone, humming as she went. 


WE WERE at the old Minto Club in 
Ottawa, on whose ice the 19-year-old 
Canadian had carved out, hour after 
hour, day after day, vear after year, her 
place as undisputed ruler of the skating 
world. In a matter of moments, as we 
sat in the balcony watching and chatting, 
she appeared on the ice below; whirling, 
swerving, sweeping in and out, round 
and about, doing her double-three- 
change-double-three figures. She wore a 
dark blue knitted jumper embroidered 
in forget-me-nots—the “lucky” practice 
suit her mother knitted for her when she 
was eight, and she can’t bear to “work” 
without. Her fair hair was in pigtails, 


tied with ribbons as blue as her eyes. 

“She looks like the smallest thing on 
ice,” | said wonderingly. I had seen her 
only in press shot blow-ups; in glittering 
costumes at carnivals; standing up in 
cars, waving to crowds. 

“She always did.” 

And I turned to look at the woman 
whose personality has been as indelible a 
part of the picture of Canada’s enchant- 
ing world champion as the flash of her 
silver skates. 

But what’s her mother like? That’s 
what everyone’s saying, now that the 
Olympic triumphs, the European tours, 
the Canadian exhibitions, have mon- 
taged into the record of a Great Achieve- 
ment. We've read about Hollywood 
mothers, they say; we know the type of 
determined maternal domination that 
makes champions of children. What is 
the relationship between Barbara Ann 
and her mother? 

You'll get a thousand stories, fished 
out of the glass bowl of publicity that 
has surrounded the Scotts since Barbara 
Ann began to rise above the crowd and 
swing into the kingdom of the champs; 
some of them distorted from the trans- 
lation of small incidents, brief encounters 
into convictions and fabrications of 
those who brush across the path of the 
skater and her mother. But when you 
ask a woman about her child, and 
herself, it’s different. What she says— 
and what she doesn’t say—is pretty 
strong evidence of her rating as an 
individual. And if you had been having 
tea with us that day, you would have 
realized that the basic relationship be- 





YES! If you have an oval, long or 
heart-shaped face. NO! If your 
face is round, square or diamond 
shaped. Bangs give your face a 
feminine rounded look, minimize 
length, make your eyes the center 
of attraction. WRITE FOR FREE 
BOOKLET, "HAIR STYLES THAT 
GLORIFY THE SHAPE OF YOUR 
FACE!” 


CURLERS 


erY GIRL! 


Ze Best FOR EV 





The 
Elastic Clasp Curler that's best for 
every hair-do! 


Back again! exclusive Goody 


% Won't Slip! The curler locks close to 
head without roll back. 


% Every Size Curler! From tiny to giant 
curlers for every size curl. 


¥%& Holds More Hair! Elastic Clasp per- | 





| 
| 


mits more hair to be rolled into each | 


curl. 


% Exclusive! Only Goody gives you | 


this Elastic Clasp Curler! gm 





LOOK FOR GOODY 
WAVE CLIPS, 
BARRETTES AND 
GRIP-FAST COMBS. 


FOR BETTER 
HAIRDRESSING 
AIDS 

BETTER REACH 
FOR GOODY! 


At notions counters of 5 and 10c stores and dept, stores 


and druggists everywhere. 


GOODY PRODUCTS 


260 Spadina Ave., Dept. 3C, Toronto 2B, Ont, 





tween these two people was still in the 
best tradition of Canadian family life. 
Of course you’ ve seen pictures of Mary 
Scott; probably caught glimpses of her 
at carnivals and exhibitions and com- 
petitions; but have you ever watched 


her as one of a group of quiet, well- | 


mannered and cultured women of 
her own sort, chatting and laughing and 
enjoying small jokes, interested and 
sympathetic and listening? You would 
know that, somchow, along the strange 
path on which her life has fallen, she has 
saved and protected that inner core of 
quict, charming communication with her 
own kind. You see it in the grey eyes 

good honest eyes that have known 
tragedy and sorrow and disaster and the 
problems of ‘making ends meet, in the 
same way that they have seen triumphs 
and ovations, and can take both. Here 
is a woman, you think, at peace with 


herself, 


THAT DAY, at tea, an old friend 
dropped in with a “nanny” who had 
looked after Barbara Ann along with her 
“own” children in a group of quietly 
cemented families of the old days. The 
talk swung easily to summers at the lake, 
early incidents, sorrow that had come 
to mutual friends, children at camp, and 
other such important inconsequentials 
as would be heard anywhere. The 
champion, skating below, might have 
been doing her homework or chatting 


with other girls in another part of the || 


clubhouse. But she wasn’t. She was the 
great Barbara Ann, pride of Canada, and 
dream-star of every child who asks for 
skates on her Christmas tree. And some- 
thing made her that 


about. 
“You know about her father, and her 


devotion to him,” Mrs. Scott said, slowly | 


and quictly. “And how B. A., knowing 
he encouraged her skating, wanted to 
please him as well as indulge in her 
passion for the ice. But I wonder if you 
know of the other woman in her life— 
her grandmother?” 

I didn’t. I knew the Scotts had once 
lived a quiet pleasant existence in the 
old town of Brockville, Ontario. And of 
the special stuff those fine Canadian 
grandmothers were made. So there was a 
grandmother. One who used to give 
Barbara Ann, along with a ton of stories 
and an affectionate kinship, her favorite 
axiom. “Anything worth doing 
worth doing well.” It was a good tenct. 
The child took it as her own and carried 
it through to the winning post. 

“Of course we didn’t let her cry in 
her carriage when she was small, o1 
strengthen her character by putting her 


is 


to bed without rocking or loving!” | 


laughs Mrs. Scott. ‘What nonsense! 
Every baby needs lots of loving and 
demonstrative affection. Maybe some 
day someone will find a substitute for a 
mother’s shoulder when you’re small and 
in trouble—but I doubt it.” 

If anything, Barbara Ann got more 
than her share of attention. 
was a delicate child. Beforeshe was two 
years old she had ear trouble—suflicient 
to make it necessary to have them 
“opened” 10 times! 

“And I rocked her and sang to her all 
night once, when she had whooping 
cough-—but what mother doesn’t?” 

No. The thing that made the Scott 
girl a champion—and who knows what 


grandmothers and great-grandmothers | 


# Continued on page 91 


something her | 
mother must know and be able to tell | 


For she 
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© famous Gothic Brassieres — which 


xclusive “Cordtex” feature that 


put shoulder-strap strain. But it also has a 
> 


” — elastic inserts at the waistband 


with every breath! Fit yourself in 


in” for the proud high bosoms of Summer. 







© — and your size 





fig stores, 
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ye 


Also Makers of NUBACK, LELONG, and AERA BACK Foundations 
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Be fashionable, be comfortable, 
Weer Woodwind by Démil. 

Cool, crisp and crease resistant, 

So light it's heaven to wear. 
Woodwind is loomed especially 

for you by Démil. 

Fashioned for you by the best makers 


of suits and slacks, 


stay cool as the 
oe 


wind in the leaves in.. 





DOMINION BURLINGTON MILLS LTD, 
1235 McGILL COLLEGE AVE., MONTREAL 








The October Man 


CHALK ONE UP for astrology. It 
furnishes the title for a honey of a 
thriller. According to the horoscopers, 
people born in October don’t generally 
shuffle off this mortal coil by their own 
hand (to mix a metaphor) and that’s 
the idea behind “The October Man,” 
written and co-produced by Eric Am- 
bler, a household name for readers of 
mystery and spy fiction. 

There’s nothing spooky about Am- 
bler’s latest gambit in the spine-curling 
field. Your main concern is over whether 
Jim Ackland will be thrown for a loss 
after he is involved in someone’s violent 
death a second time. He has been feeling 
suicidal over the accidental death of a 
friend’s child because he holds himself 
responsible for it. Pulling himself 
together, he takes up quarters in an out- 





of-the-way hotel, meets and falls in love 
with Jenny, and helps a neighbor, Molly, 
out of a tight spot. When Molly is 
found murdered, with Jim’s cheque on 
her, the police are suspicious of him, 
and it’s nip and tuck whether he’ll cave 
in or elude arrest and find the real 
murderer. 

As the man who is both haunted and 
hunted, John Mills turns in an excellent 
performance and gets good support from 
Edward Chapman as Molly’s Don Juan. 
The romantic interest, Joan Greenwood, 
is a rather wooden lady love, but per- 
haps the fault is the writer’s for not 
making the part count for much. The 
picture lags a bit at the beginning. 
Once Jim goes suburban, however, it 
perks up and becomes a suspenseful 
melodrama, Particularly engaging are 
the roomers, the usual assortment of ec- 
centric spinsters, weary working couples, 
and retired elderly men. 





The Search 


NOT BUDGETED at an 
astronomical figure, without an 
expensive cast, “The Search” 
is an exquisite and affecting 
film. It won’t have much 
ballyhoo, but don’t miss it! 
It’s a richly rewarding cinema 
experience. 

‘The Search” is the story 
of those most pathetic of war’s 
casualties, Europe’s displaced 
children, whose minds and 
bodies have been scarred, in 
many cases, beyond repair. With the 
exception of a few professionals, its 
actors are the children who participated 
in the tragedy of the war years. It 
was shot on location—amid the ruins 
of shelled cities where UNRRA set up 
centres for rehabilitating and relocating 
the little lost people it found among the 
dead and dying in German concentra- 
tion camps. 





It is hardly a fiction that among the 
children collected at one of these centres 


there should be a youngster whose cruel 
separation from his mother and treat- 
ment by the Nazi heroes have resulted 
in his loss of memory. On the way to 
a rest home the little nameless one 
breaks loose, and is picked up and 
befriended by an American soldier. The 
UNRRA officials believe him drowned, 
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——“Miles of Wear in Every Patr’’ 


CIRCLE-BAR 


FULL FASHIONED 


Windy, sure—but those 
Circle-Bar Nylons fit as 
though they just “‘l-o-v-e-d” 
your legs! Styled to fit with 
... Sheer... flawless beauty 
from top to toe. 


Available in 
42 and 45 Gauge 


iD 


FOOT NOTE: Circle-Bar HOSIERY, 
Hosiery—quality made 

cost no more! Smart socks for 
men—-hostery for women and 

children to suit every need and 

occasion 


3-47 


The CIRCLE-BAR KNITTING COMPANY, Limited 


Kincardine, Ont. (Head Office) 


Owen Sound, Ont. 








To their horror, his mother, a survivor 
of a brutal labor camp, turns up and 
identifies the ragged little cap found on 
a river bank, and they must give her 
the sad news. 

The boy is eventually reunited with 
his mother, but not until each has been 
restored to society, the woman through 
her work with the UNRRA children, 


the son through his love for the Ameri- 


| can, Though not implausible, the ending 


is handled a little stickily. It is, how- 


| ever, the only instance of typical Holly- 


wood lily-gilding and a small flaw in 
a beautifully directed and acted picture. 
You won’t forget Aline MacMahon as 
the UNRRA worker, Montgomery Clift 
as the soldier, Jarmila Novotna as the 
mother, Ivan Jandl as the boy, or the 
host of little victims who play them- 


| selves. Bring an extra handkerchief! 


B. F's Daughter 


THE YOUNG MAN is poor but intel- 
lectual. Wears unpressed suits with 
unrelated trousers and jacket, smokes 
a pipe, and has written a book denounc- 
ing industrialists. Of course, the beau- 
tiful, spoiled daughter of the tycoon who 
was principal target of the attack falls 
madly in love with him and jilts her 
stolid fiancé, voted most likely to be- 
come president of a bank. 

If this naive myth, propounded in the 
opening reels of “B. F.’s Daughter,” 
doesn’t frighten you, you won’t have 
much difficulty with the rest of it. The 
young woman buys her fiery husband 
a lecture tour. He’s the independent 
type and when, some years later, he 





has 


her 


discovers stratagem (he for- 
tunately risen to wartime government 
eminence by now—and even 
Homburg hats), he walks out on ‘her. 
Does he stay away? Does she realize you 
can’t buy love? You know the answers. 

As a book, “B. F.’s Daughter” 
one of novelist John P. Marquand’s 
soapier efforts, and the picture makes 
the formula plot seem even feebler. 
However, Barbara Stanwyck, Van Hef- 
lin, and Charles Coburn acquit them- 
selves so intelligently, the direction is 
so smoothly paced, and the piece so 
handsomely set, that you may not mind 


wears 


was 


how stock it all is. At the screening we 
attended, we found the reviewer next 
to us weeping happily after it was over, 
and lots of other women may be simi- 
larly pleased with B. F.’s daughter’s 
sentiments. #& 
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1. “FROM OFFICE-CLAMOUR to evening- 
glamour! It’s easy if you start the day in a 


jacket dress. Keep hair-do simple! And 
most important of all—remember to pro- 
tect vour dress from perspiration stain and 
odor with new Odorono Cream!” This safe, 
new cream deodorant protects you a full 24 


hours... 


And you'll be thrilled to discover new 
Odorono stays soft and smooth down to 
the last dab. Never gritty. (Even if you 
leave the cap off for weeks.) 


New Odorono Cream 
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2. “SHED THE JACKET at dinner time! 
Add jewelry, gloves and real flowers for 
elegance. Then start the evening—confi- 
dent that you look your best. Confident 
that you are your best—because you can 
trust Odorono to keep you dainty the eve- 
ning through.” The Halgene in New QOdor- 
ono Cream gives more effective protection 


than any deodorant known. 





Yet, Odosono is so safe and gentle— 
you can use it after shaving. Try grease- 
less, stainless Odorono Cream today! 
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hion Shorts 


of trends 





cut for action.. 





styled 
for 
comfort 


DU-VAL 


sportswear 


ULD ACQUAINTANCE 
is ne’er forgot. By a 
reminiscent chambray ... 
which hooks a white 
piqué dust ruffle to its 

hem .. . insetsa starchy little 

bib in its bodice. And is the 


Gibson girl all over again. 


: : Dish yourself up in a 

Easy-going comfort . . . finer fit and freedom | delicious ice-cream ensemble. 
| Two flavors. Strawberry pink 

... Sturdy. long-wearing materials — for your cotton classic with 

| whipped cream eyelet edging 

F L on collar and sleeves. Choco- 
they’re all yours in Du-Val sportswear late brown for your pumps and 
poke bonnet. They'll want to 


... and yours at a moderate price, eat you with a spoon. 


Frozen dessert recipe num- 
ber two. Band your knitted 
cloche in pink. Wear it with 


You'll know the satisfaction that “quality” 


can give, if you ask for Du-Val when pink string gloves and a breeze- 
catching cotton, striped in 
> ai a: 5 woat xe 
you ask for Sportswear. | brown. Everyone will melt at 


the sight of you. 









Your new formal is boldly 
strapless . . . shyly scarfed. 
The whirling skirt is chiffon. 
throughout Canada. | And round your head or over 

| ashoulder more of the same. 


Sold by leading stores 


Nothing like separates for 
country week ends, Start with 


a navy bodice top, coral swing 


skirt. Proceed to combine 
pedal-pushers with the top 

. a boxy jacket with the 
skirt. It’s only the beginning! 


Cotton rolls down its 
sleeves. To become a hand- 
some shirtsleeve dress. That 
goes quite ladylike with eye- 
let batiste frilling its front and 
cuffs. 


Housecoats go to all lengths. 
But they’re prettiest at bal- 


One of spring’s loveliest, the Degas 


lerina distance. In gaily yrint, ballerina fig f whit 
flowered seersucker .. . end- I ? : — 2 eee 
ing in a burst of ruffle at the and pastel pink on black. Frock 
ASK FOR DU-VAL hem. Domestic version of the by Liebman in a Bruck fabric. 
Floradora girl! 
WHEN YOU BUY... AVEIRO TOE RSF: ANA EN RR 
men’s and women’s clothes, With vour prints and sheers 
rainwear and sportswear, . it le , ; neal ee en . : 
Aaindie Jonteliied belle in the May sunshine, you’ll want a real Your legs go tenderly pastel in warm 


Sunday go-to-meetin’ hat. Nothing weather. As wispy nylons get about to 


Ss 2 0 4 if Ss VY 7 jay bh oversized, but plenty plush. How about’ match delicate cotton tints. In the 


a curved straw brim piled high with — gentlest of pinks, blues and greens. You 
polished taffeta? don’t have to play if you don’t want to! 


YOUR ASSURANCE OF ; = = | Formal in the grand manner. A The kindest cut of all is the neckline 


QUA eae d Saees eV me | pink taffeta ballroom gown...shadowed of your flirtatious afternoon print 
a me with an overdress of darkling marqui- Dropped to bare pretty shoulders and 
TORONTO, CANADA P m 


sette. Bare of shoulder ,.. crinolined neck. While your arms take cover in the 


DURABLE WATERPROOFS a division of DURABLE ASSOCIATED COMPANIES LTD. | °°“ manne at even, 








DOUBLE DUTY 
RAINMASTER 


A Cohama 
Gabardine 
ina 
Rainmaster 
by Ritchie 
that laughs 
at the rain 
and smiles 
at the 


sun 


“the 
rainwear 
label to 


Shirred bodice gown 

with full, full skiet and 
matching gountlets ty 
marquisette Sizes 9 to 15 


Under $40.00 


FOR THE NAME OF YOUR NEAREST STORE 
WRITE RICKY FORMALS LIMITED, TORONTO 


| 


| dichards seemed converted to longer 





Polka dots are in the picture. Witha | 
generous number sprinkling the bow 
under the collar of your shortic coat. So | 
much the better if the breezy little | 
swingback is white. To see you through 
summer evenings. 


Get in a confetti mood and punctuate 
a light ground linen with vivid polka 
dots. Or reverse the field and speckle 
them in white on a woodsy green or 
brown background. You'll qualify as 
mistress of revels, 


From abroad comes the word that 
skirts are lifting. Just as even the 


lengths! Oh, well, it’s always easier to 


shorten than let down. But don’t let 
your shears run amuck till the rumor’s 
verified, 


The newest accessory idea—an um- 
brella that makes like a parasol. It takes 
on airs with a long handle, bow wrap- 
pings and pastel tones to match your 
dress. Bet you'll be too sensible of its 


feclings though to open it in the rain, 


The woman on the beach will splash 
in a vibrantly printed swimsuit. Two- 
piece cotton with strapless bra, natch. 
And rivet all eyes in a gathered over- 
skirt to match. 


Sailor, beware! You'll wear middy 


tops over your cuffed shorts. It’s faded 
blue denim you'll cotton to in this 
department. With cock’s-comb red 


facings. An outlit to crow about! 


You needn’t skirt the issue. Plenty 
of bathing suits won’t have them. If you 
like the boyish one-piece maillot sans 
skirt, it’s yours and in figure-whittling 
But you can’t have 
all this and hips too. 


shirred clastic! 


Favoring the f{leshier is the ballerina 
skirted suit. Gets the cummerbund 
treatment to pinch in your waist. 
Artfully disguises over-endowed thighs. 


June’s bride comes in organdie. 
Her gown has a_ cut-down bateau 
neckline . . . a slim, slim bodice elon- 
gited to the waist and side draperies 
sweeping regally into a train. She for- 
sakes all others in a gown of tenderest 
petal pink. 


Boucle will keep you air-conditioned 
this summer. And for a bonus of beauty 
there’s printed boucle. With grosgrain 
accents at your tiny waist and soft 
throat. 


Trim trappings for your pretty feet 
are straps. A duo to cross your ankles 
either singly or together. Topmost strap | 
of your peaked-back sandal is oblig- 
ingly removable. 


The informal bride looks radiant in a 
gently toned jacket dress. Down the 
front of her cutaway tunic ceremoniously 


marches a row of gleaming pearl buttons. 


The short-sleeved dress beneath has 





openwork embroidery—and a fine time 
on the honeymoon. 


A faille cloche snuggles flatteringly | 
onto your new short cut. Economically 
into your suitcase when you travel. 
Your favorite color should be coffee 
because it mixes so well with pastels and 
navy. # 
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Age 
teat. 
wid: 





wear a 


Nature's RIVAL 
PROPORTIONED foundation 


—_—_ 









Fashion accomplices . . . y 
designed to coax any 

figure comfortably into 
smooth curves and 


lithe lines. 





All women cannot 
wear the same fit in 
foundations any 
more than they can 
all wear extremes in 
styles—and wise is 
the woman who asks her 
corsetiere for PROPORTIONED girdles 
and ‘“‘cup size’’ bras by Parisian. Slim-hipped or 
plump, tall or short, there's a combination 


to fit your particular type of figure. 


' 
' 
' 
' 
' 
‘ 
\ 
‘ 


Le 


' 
‘ 
‘ 





& Trade Mark Registered 





10 — Chatelaine, May, 1948 


ted Ells bir | What Sort 0 





& 


f Here are 20 questions all about you . . . with leading 

a? ° ( clues to your type of personality. After you've checked 

| () OT 1é8 1 : either A or B for each question turn to page 63 to 
. 7 i find out how you score. You may be in for some sur- 


srises . . . perhaps you’re not the girl you thought 
I I Ps } 


you were! 


I When you're with a group of people, do you interpret critical 
remarks as: 

A—not meant for you unless specifically directed toward you? 

B—or are you sensitive to undercover digs”? 


2 If you are dining out . . . or attending a banquet, do you: 


A—like to sit at a conspicuous table, out in the centre of the room? 


B—steer toward one which is more secluded and off in a corner? 


33 If you were buying a house and had only yourself to please, would 
you: 





A-choose an ultra-modern one B--prefer a house set amid trees 
with large windows and lots of and shrubbery with smaller win- 
open space around it? dow space? 


4 When it comes to your health, do you: 
A--seldom give it a thought unless you have a definite pain or illness? 
B-—worry a lot about yourself... imagining you feel symptoms ot 


various ailments? 


«>» When you're bargain hunting or waiting in a line-up, do you: 
A—hold your own in spite of the efforts of others to get ahead of you? 
B—give way to more aggressive types—allowing them to push aheau 
rather than argue? 


@ When you go to bed at night, do you usually: 


Yes, even finest soaps 





+ 
and soap shampoos hide the ' A—fall asleep almost as soon as B-—have trouble coaxing the 
natural lustre of your hair : your head touches the pillow and sandman? Do you read, count 
: ~. get an unbroken night’s rest ... sheep, or go through other kinds 
with dulling soap film seldom even dreaming? of sleep-inducing routines? 


@ When you get up in the morning, do you: 
A-—-feel cheerful and in a sociable mood? 
B-—prefer to be let alone—neither talking nor being talked to for the 





first hour or so? 
@ Halo contains no soap. Made with a new patented 
‘Ingredient it cannot leave dulling soap film! @ Halo reveals the % Which type of humor appeals to you: 
true natural beauty of your hair the very first time you A— practical jokes played on other people? 
use it, leaves it shimmering with glorious highlights. @ Needs Ba more subtle form of entertainment? Do you wince away from pranks, 
no lemon or vinegar after-rinse. Halo rinses away, even harmless ones, that makes someone “the goat?” 


quickly and completely! @ Makes oceans of rich, fragrant 
lather, even in hardest water. Leaves hair sweet, clean, 
naturally radiant! @ Carries away unsightly loose dandruff like 
magic! @ Lets hair dry soft and manageable, easy to curl! 
@ Buy Halo at any drug or cosmetic counter. 


® Do you use terms of affection, such as ‘‘dear,”’ “‘darling”’: 
A-—-readily? B—reticently? 


10 If you were up for office in a club or charitable organization, 
would you: 


A—like to be elected chairman—managing and directing activities? 


Reveals the Hidden Beauty of Your Hair! B—rather be secretary—doing clerical work, keeping minutes of 
| the meeting, etc. 





Person Are You? 


by Adele White 


Il. How do you like to spend your leisure time? 





A—playing athletic games? 


B—daydreaming, reading, planning? 


I2 Do you find it easier to express yourself: 
A—by talking? B—by writing? 


13 If you’re spending the afternoon at home by yourself, do you 
A—like to sit by a window and watch outside activities—see people go by? 
B—choose to sit by the fireside without distraction from the outside world? 


E 4 When you have an appointment at your beauty salon, do you 
A—like a hairdresser who carries on a chatty conversation while she 
shampoos and sets your hair? 

B—preter a silent operator who allows you to relax and have your own 
private thoughts while she works? 


I When you’re invited out for the evening, which do you enjoy more: 





A—being the life of the party— 
surrounded by an admiring group 
who laugh at your wit? 


B—having a cosy téte-a-téte with 
one person alone (preferably male, 
of course)? 


16 In your relationship with other people; do you 
A—feel on friendly terms with a great many people? 
B—have a few close friends and feel only a slight interest in casual acquain- 
tances? 


17 When you think of the word ‘‘tender’’—is your first association: 
A—witha steak? B—witha feeling of affection? 

18 In fashion, make-up and hair styling, do you: 
A—like to be among the first to try out new trends and ideas? 
B—dislike looking conspicuous — having people stare at you? Do you 
prefer someone else to break the ice? | 


19 In the sketches below, do you: 





A—look more like the smiling, 
jolly one? 


B—the serious, absorbed one with 
problems to solve? 


20 Now that you’ve completed the quiz, did you: 
A—dash off the answers, making split-second decisions? 
B—take time over each one, carefully analyzing yourself? 


See page 63 for answers, 
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YOU'RE LOVELY... YOU’RE LOVABLE... WITH 


FRANCES GIFFO 
soon to be seen in pe 

Metro-Goldwyn i 
“LUXURY LINER” 


: Bl 
Morning glow—“Spring!” sing the perky 
hats. “Spring!” echoes Frances’ fresh-a- 
bloom skin! “For my day's beauty start, it’s 
Woodbury Cold Cream...deep-cleansing! 





Dinner drama—Frances and her “Always- 
Fresh” look! “But my first date is—a Wood- 
bury glamour - treatment! Cleanses and 
softens. Skin looks romantically smooth!” 









ONE! Cleansing-massage with 
Woodbury Cold Cream. Its rich oils 
cleanse deep ... loosen make-up, 
grime. Tissue, and -~TWO! 

Cream on more Woodbury. Four 
special softening ingredients 

smooth dry skin. Tissue, and -THREE]! 
A cold water spanking 

to wake rosy color! See...your skin's 
clear-clean, silky-soft. YOU have that 
delightful Always-Fresh look! 


MADE IN CANADA 
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JEEPERS, JEANIE! IM NOT SO SURE, 
IM NO BIG DAME TED. ID RATHER 
HUNTER-IM THE BE SHOT THAN TELL TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
GUY WHOS GOING TO ~=\_ YOU THIS-BUT WONT COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC 
BE YOUR JUNE GROOM. eee TESTS PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF IO CASES, 
NTLY S D BREAT 
REMEMBER aurea COLGATES INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH 


THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH! 
DEAR? — MOUTH 


Y MOTHER-IN-LAW is perfect. 
She’s generous, she lives apart 
from me and my husband, and she 
doesn’t reproach us for not writing 
every few days. But I’ll never 
admit she’s a superwoman because, long 
before we met, the scales were weighed 
against her, and if I were a mother-in- 
law it would make me sick! 

Dear Mother-in-law. You know the 

| character. Her face is a clock-stopper 
| it grows on one, but thank heaven it 
didn’t grow on you. Whatever the con- 
tretemps, Dear Mother-in-law is at 
the wrong end, the butt of every corny 
gag man from EI Paso to Goose Bay, and 


LATER thanks to 


Colgate Dental Cream 
CULGATES ACTIVE PENETRATING FOAM GETS 
INTO HIDDEN CREVICES BETWEEN. TEETH — 
HELPS CLEAN OUT DECAYING FOOD PARTICLES 
—STOP STAGNANT SALIVA ODORS —REMOVE 
THE CAUSE OF MUCH BAD BREATH 


as useful to vaudeville as a song-and- 
dance man. Her arrivals mark the lowest 
ebb on Joe Blow’s yearly calendar. She’s 
dominating, disapproving and definitely 
de trop. 


IT’S TRUE that in agrarian com- 
munities a generation and a half ago, the 
fate of a mother-in-law seemed less 
ill-starred. The family unit was a large 
enough body to include many age levels. 
‘There were jobs and separate interests 
for all. In Japan, the tradition is such 
that a woman achieves her most import- 
ant niche when she becomes a mother- 
in-law, not prior to that. But in 
England today, a Society exists for the 
Prevention of the Interference of the 
Mother-in-law, and in the few years of 





Cleans your breath—while it cleans your teeth! 





~— | Have the Pertect 
Mother-in-Law 


its operation an amazing number of 
charges have been laid. 

My mother-in-law is practically per- 
fect—but I admit it’s her instincts which 
have made us get along. I was non- 
plussed when first I met her. She’s not 
outwardly like my own mother who's 
a big, warm, emotional sort, fond of 
novels, theatres and playing games with 
very young fry. My mother-in-law is 
a small busy person who keeps her in- 
most thoughts to herself. She'd never 
spend her next-to-last cent on a hat by 
John-Frederics, and if I hadn’t fallen in 
love with her son we’d probably never 
have become close friends. 

As a matter of fact, why should we? 
How can my marrying her son be 
sufficient reason for us to be terribly 
intimate? We think reciprocating 
intense, earnest affection is just so much 
extra pink icing, and I certainly don’t 
hold my own fondness for my mother-in- 
law responsible for the fact that she’s 
so satisfactory. When a mother-in-law 
issmart, bare tolerance is enough to keep 
her relationship with the in-laws off the 
rocks. She doesn’t have to be bosom 
friends. I’m sure terribly close relation- 
ships, forced deliberately, have a sick 
streak in them somewhere. 

My husband’s mother is neat enough, 
pretty enough, feminine enough, to make 
me feel proud; but not so all-out terrific 
looking, in a sophisticated, blue-haired 
way, that she makes me look gauch« 
beside her. If I mention new fashion 
notes to her, like mauve taffeta petti- 
coats or tight-boned waistlets she'll 
write me, weeks and weeks later, that! 
she’s just come across sketches of the 
same in one of the leading fashion 
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Van (amps 


iO Ed 
% With Pore 


Stock up with several tins of these toke-i#- 
easy treats by Van Camp's. They're all 
“good eating,” rich in Van Camp's flavor 
and quality. Ready 
to serve and please 
everyone, any 
time! ; 
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periodicals. Flattered, I feel like a 
prophet of the haut couture. Whenever 
she spends a few days with us, I’m con- 
sulted about what she wants to buy— 
do I like the color of a silk print, do I 
think the cut of a suit becomes her, and 
so on. I seem marvelously important. 

My mother-in-law is a cook par 
excellence. She can make bread, skillet 
scones, pies, cakes, salads and pickles 
which cause gastric juices to ooze 
on sight. Yet she never makes me feel 
inept. When I produce a new cookie or 
dessert for her to taste she comments 
happily on its delicacy, praises my skill 
and promptly asks if she may have the 
recipe. Furthermore, il I make a pastry 
that’s a tough, thick failure, she is 
just like a seeing-eye dog come to protect 
me. “It just takes a little practice,” she 
soothes. “After all, you never did any 
cooking before you were married.” My 
touchy feelings settle down. 

Mother-in-law never grumbles about 
playpen, toidey seat, bottles and gew- 
gaws we cart around which were un- 
known in her child-rearing days. She 
never even picks up young Jane without 
first asking me if it is permissible. 
Heaven knows she has a shrewder idea 
than I of how to cure run-of-the-mill 
childish ailments, but she keeps her 
mouth tightly shut while I ask the 
doctor about new drugs and vitamin pills 
on the market. If she didn’t control her- 
self and let me muddle along we'd all be 
seething. It’s highly significant that 
when a husband and wife wish to adopt 
a baby they are asked, pointblank, if 
they’ve discussed the matter with their 
respective in-laws; and will these in- 
laws live close enough to interfere? Both 
the social worker and the adopters know 
it’s the distaff side that is being referred 
to. 

““Bill’s mother makes me sick,” a 
bride of a year told me crossly. “She’s 
always trying to drop a few more years 
off, as if they were something you could 
whisk away with a new brand of cold 
cream. If she’s around when any of our 
crowd drop in, she inches herself right 
into the thick of it, rattling off slang and 
making like the ghost of Clara Bow. 

The relationship I have with my 
mother-in-law is far more formal than 
this. She is delighted with and will 
return any small confidences I may sud- 
denly share with her, and if something 
slips out that is starkly frank she never 
registers a shred of shocked disapproval 

She’s as gracious as a minister’s wife 
when it comes to gifts. She’s smart 
enough to be grateful for all friendly, 
routine gestures | make which show that 
from time to time I think about her. 
It’s a cinch to remember to send her a 
card or a hankie on Mother’s Day, 
Christmas and such obvious occasions 
but more than once my husband and I 
have forgotten her birthday. We were 
dreadfully chagrined about it, but she 
saw to it that she neither played the 
martyr nor blew up. Instead, she stuck 


_to her habit of thanking us warmly for 


any little thing we did remember. 
And of thanking us warmly once, and 
not overgushing it. 

Some people cry havoc and say all 
mothers-in-law should be banished 
but particularly those who are mothers 
of men. They argue that the girl’s 
mother is rendered much less harmful on 
several counts, 

“Frankly,” a much-concerned young 
woman proceeded to tell me, “It’s sex 
rearing its ugly head again. Mothers 

# Continued on page 103 
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GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 





REFRIGERATORS have every 
practical convenience. Frozen 
Foed compartment stores twenty 
pounds of frozen food — Cold- 
Storage Compartment keeps 
meats fresh for days — Vege 
table Drawer keeps greens 
“gorden fresh’. Adjustable 
shelves -- one-button control = 
nine freezing speeds. 





CANADIAN GENERAL ELECT 


Head Office Toronto — Sales Offices from Coast to Coas 
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The story of 


on 


and the washer that 
wouldn't wear out! 





1. Locomotive 
washers can claim 
many satisfied 
customers, but 
none better satis- 
fied than Mrs. W. 
G. Wixon of Tor- 


onto, Canada. 
Way back in 1924 
Mrs. Wixon 


bought one of the 
first models pro- 
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OC 


—aty 


duced by our factory...and even 


in those days it 
nomically priced 
market. 





in all that time, 
continuous use. 


3. When Mrs. 
Wixon wants a 
new more modern 
washer, you 
bet that 
wouldn't 


can 
she 
take 
anything but a 
LOCOMOTIVE! 
Experience has 
taught her that 
Locomotive 
means quality and 
reliability. 














BRANTFORD WASHING MACHINES LIMITED 


was the most eco- 
machine on the 


2. Not so long 
ago Mrs. 
called in to tell us 
that her Locomo- 
tive ... the one 
she purchased 24 


Wixon 


years ago. . is 
STILL service- 
able, She’s had it 
repaired only once 
it’s been in 


and 





4. The Locomo 
tive costs less 
than other elec- 
tric washers ,. . 
to buy and to 
own. It’s simple 
in construction, 
built from the 
finest of materi- 
als. For econo- 
my, quality and 


years of satis- 


\ faction... buy 


»\ Locomotive. 





BRANTFORD ONTARIO CANADA 





Hallelujah Lassie... 


Daisy Kennedy’s husband and son would tell you their family life 


is like that of any Canadians except..perhaps, for one thing; 


she 


carries her religion and service into every hour of her busy day 


by Dorothy Sangster 


NE AFTERNOON not long ago, a 
friend stopped Daisy Kennedy on 
the street in Toronto and gasped, 
“Why, Daisy! What on earth have 
you got all over your dress?”’ 

“What? Where?” said Mrs. Kennedy, 
peering down at the neat silk print for a 
pc yssible grease stain. 

The friend pointed to the flaming 
pattern of dressmakers’ dummies, each 
form bearing the name of a famous 
French “Lanvin,” “Schia- 
parelli,” “Carpentier.” 


couturier 


““Torsos,” she said. “‘They’re torsos, 
with the names of fashionable dress- 
making houses on them. How very odd!” 

““Good gracious, so they are!” said 
Salvation Army Soldicr Daisy Kennedy. 
“Do you know, I never noticed. I just 
went downtown in a hurry one day and 
bought the first dress that would fit. 
Torsos! My goodness!” 

It is significant that attractive, smil- 
ing Daisy Kennedy, a woman in her 
middle thirties and a member of the 
Salvation Army from her high-school 
days, could not only buy a dress without 
noticing its pattern, but could take it 
home, hang it in her cupboard, and 
never give it a second glance. As she 
explains somewhat apologetically, “I 
guess I just never had time to look at 
it again. There are so many things to 
do and the days rush by.” 


MRS. KENNEDY, wife of Bandsman 
Gordon Kennedy and mother of eight- 
vear-old Junior Bandsman Bobby Ken- 
nedy, is one of the Salvation Army’s 
“Hallelujah Lassies” (The Army’s term 
As a 


plain soldier in the ranks of the Army, 


for women in the organization). 


she wears her navy blue Salvationist 
$35) and her old- 
poke bonnet 
Salvation 


(cost, about 


Army 


dress 

(cost, 
Army’s 
only on 
Full- 
time officers wear uniform every day. 
Then, officers are paid modest salaries. 
Mrs. Kennedy— 


public 


fashioned 
$20, made in the 
bonnet factory in England 
Sundays and special occasions. 


or, as she is called at 
Sister Kennedy 
receives no remuneration. Even so, she 


meetings, 


is expected to obey the orders of her 
superiors and to give gene rously of time : 
whenever and 
wherever they are required, so long as 
she lives. 

A member of the Songsters, the all- 
woman choir; a visitor in the League of 


strength and money 


Me rcv;a worke r in the Cc haritable Home 
League, and an excellent wife, mother 
Daisy Kennedy is 


fairly typical of the unsung heroines of 


and housekeeper, 


an international organization which 


today preaches its message of salvation 


Sunday morning street scene, with 
the Kennedys; Daisy; 
husband Bandsman Gordon Ken- 
nedy (rear centre) and Bobby, 
(far right) junior 


songster 


cornetist. 


in 102 languages; boasts a Canadian 


membership of 3,500; maintains 88 
social institutions in the Dominion; lists 


1,141 


Songsters, 1,987 bandsmen. 


in Canada alone centres, 1,608 

Hallelujah Lassies spend a good part 
of their time visiting the sick, the old, 
the incarcerated, the unfortunate. And 
so Mrs. Kennedy is an 
worker in the League of Mercy, the only 
phase of Army activity that had its 
origin in Canada, and which has now 


enthusiastic 


spread throughout the world. As a 
League member, she is expected to visit 
veterans’ hospitals, mental homes, re- 
Right now she is 
Christie Street 
Hospital for veterans where members of 
the Army go from bed to bed, talking 
with 


formatories and jails. 


a regular visitor to 


the men, passing out the official 

“War Cry,” 
treats, helping 
# Continued on page 15 


publication, the dis- 


tributing small with 
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HER JOBS 


Singer — in all-women 
choir; church concert and 
street singing. 


Visitor —to sick and in- 
carcerated; to veterans and 
others in hospitals; to men- 
tal homes; reformatories; 
jails. 


Wife—to Salvation 
Army Bandsman. who is 
also business executive. 


Mother —to lively 


school boy. 


Housekeeper-— par ex- 
cellence in pretty, modern 
home. 


Teacher — of Sunday 
School, 


All with prayer morming 
and night; at every meal, 
Amen, 


ki Fateh, Sie st RR, lee AN 












These Bread 
Dishes Make 


Budgets H 








French Toast 

with jelly or maple syrup makes 
a delicious dessert. With crisp 
bacon it becomes a welcome main 
dish for luncheon or supper. 


Stuffed Heart 

of veal, beef or lamb is more delicious 
if you add extra chopped onion and thyme 
leaves to your standard stuffing recipe. 

























4 F Ham Casserole 


is a festive dish, Try equal parts 
of bread crumbs and chopped ham 
and sliced hard-cooked eggs. 


In these days of high costs, 


bread stretches your food money! 
What fun it is to serve your family festive 
meals and save money at the same time! Let 
bread work this magic for you day-in—day-out. 
Use bread to dress up left-overs—give interest 
to menus—and ease your budget, too. Whether 
eaten by itself, or combined with other ingre- 
dients, your baker’s bread is a highly nutritious 
food—substantial, satisfying, and delicious! 


® Canadian Bakers’ bread Cy ~M> 
is an important source of 

protein for muscle building 
and tissue repair. Baker’s 
bread is one of the cheapest 
sources of food energy, too! 







Stuffed Onions 


Equal parts of soft bread 
crumbs and sausage meat 
make a delicious 

stuffing for Bermuda 

onions or squash. Top 

with melted cheese. 


Breads 


—s, Steak Sandwich | your best 


wins warm applause when you add 


a generous sprinkling of blue | 
Prepared by the makers of Fleischmann's Yeast as a cheese just before serving. uy 5 


contribution to the advancement of national health. 
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@ Freedom for Youthful 
Figures! Be comfortable in 





Sensation”, the 


a Nemo 


May 


original all-elastic two- 
way-stretch girdle. 


it 


o 
wes 


smoothes your figure lightly 


& 


but firmly, yet leaves you 


free to move as you will. 


Knitted 


are 


Sensations’ 


run-proof, washable, easy 


en your stockings and oh 
so comfortable! Now 


available in white and 
nude, in all sizes 26 to 30, 


in three lengths. 


SOLD IN LEADING CORSET 


DEPARTMENTS 


™ NEMO FOUNDATIONS 


559 COLLEGE ST. TORONTO 


(Chatelaine Roundabout 


of 


News notes 


the men and women 


who write for Chatelaine . .. of the 
people they meet and the things they hear 





In the busy world behind the pages 
of Chatelaine, editors are always on the 


go, keeping ahead of the news. John 
Caulfield Smith returned from the 


Architect’s annual meeting in Kingston, 
full of tales about the new plastic swim- 
ming pools, collapsible and portable, to 
be set up in your own back yard... 
Adele White, talking over latest hairdo’s 
with Paul Edwards of London, hair- 
dresser to the Duchesses of Kent and of 
Windsor, was startled at his conviction 
that all smart women will be wearing 
fringes from now on... Mary Jukes 
in Ottawa dining with Gladys Strum 
and her husband, learned afresh what 
makes Canada’s only woman M.P. a 
positive force. First thing next morning 
Gladys was questioning the Minister of 
Finance on the 25% excise tax on their 
bill. “Entertainment tax for dancing,” 
said the Minister. “ But I didn’t dance!” 
said Gladys Strum. There the matter 


rests. 
In the photograph above, the 
camera catches Marie Holmes just 


before she gets down to questioning Mr. 
Elwood Hughes and Mrs. Kate Aitken 
about what’s cooking this year for the 
Canadian National Exhibition . . . Re- 
minds us of two vignettes from the 
Chatelaine Institute recently. Jacque- 
line Roy, a set expression on her pretty 
face, banging glassware on the floor; just 
testing for Chatelaine’s Seal of Ap- 
proval . . . And, strangest of all sights, 
the expert of experts from the Press 
Room, standing by one of the Institute 
refrigerators, clutching a big fish in one 
hand, frowning at a sheet of paper in 
the other. It seems he was studying the 
fish’s color to match up inks for an 
advertisement in full color, featuring 
this spec ies. Ah me. 


Ann Foster got the idea for “Spring 
for Seventeen” one evening sitting In a 
Chinese restaurant, watching the face of 
a young girl. She seemed like the kind of 
girl, Ann says, to whom such a thing 
could happen. . . Adrian Dingle, whose 
illustration appears on page 24, grows 
his own phonograph needles out in Port 
Credit, Ontario. Brought a handful into 
the editorial office ... nice fragrant 
thorn needles with nary a scratch to 
them. 


One of our editors, an investigative, 
fact-finding soul, debunks the popular 


belief that men prefer blue. She gives 


these facts based on her own research at 
a bus stop beyond the city’s horizons. 
When she wears grey, nobody offers her a 
lift downtown ... Her red hat stirs 
the occasional kind heart to pull up at 
the curb... Wearing blue—results 
same as grey. . . . But let her don her 
new-look black suit, black hat, mys- 
teriously bound in misty black veiling 
and it stops at least one of three. As 
soon as our crusader’s budget permits, 
she plans to continue the survey in 
parma violet. 


Lotta Dempsey believes that Chate- 
laine has something to do with that 
fine chill-making sparkle in the eyes of 
movie menace James Mason. His clever 
wife Pamela Kelino told Lotta recently 
that Canadian relatives sent her Chate- 
laine during war years, and that she 
tried out dozens of Institute recipes. 
Which might be the certain something 
that keeps her nearest and dearest 
young and magnetic in spite of Britain’s 
heavy rationing. 


That rapt expression on the lovely 
face on Chatelaine’s cover this month, 
isn’t one that Barbara Perodeau dons 
exclusively for the camera... She’s 
just looking natural. Tall, dark and 
approving, husband Johnny Perodeau 
claims that his attractive young wife 
(just as fetching in her cooking togs as 





she is all done up in rosepoint before the 
lens) is a home-maker first, and model 
second. And she certainly can cook. One 
of Montreal’s best and busiest models, 
posing for everything from covers to 
national advertisements, Barbara came 
from Bournemouth, England, as a bride. 
Arrived here just two years ago this 
month. Barbara, in her soft, quiet 
English voice, says she’s completely 
happy and contented living in Canada, 
particularly in Montreal. Particularly 
anywhere with ex-RCAF Johnny Pero- 
ccau. 
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Hallelujah Lassie 


Continued from page 14 


letters and other chores, taking needed 
c lothing. 


DAISY KENNEDY was born into a 
Peterborough family of Anglicans, and 
first learned of the Salvation Army 
through the man who is now her hus- 
band. Asa little boy, Gordon Kennedy 
loved to play on his cornet. It was only 
natural that he should join a band. The 
band happened to be the Junior Band 
of the Salvation Army, and by the time 
young Kennedy reached high school he 
was an ardent member not only of the 
band, but of the organization it repre- 
sented. 

Walking home after school one day, 
Gordon asked Daisy if she’d like to go 
along with him that night to an Army 
social evening, where he would be play- 
ing in the band. She said she’d love to, 
for the Army was well known and much 
admired in Peterborough. She went, 
she heard Gordon playing his cornet, she 
listened to the talk of salvation and good 
works. 

“Suddenly it dawned on me how 
much work there was to do in the 
world,” she says now. “And I knew the 
Army was the place for me too.” 

Since her 18th birthday when she put 
her signature to the organization’s stern 
Articles of War, Daisy Kennedy has 
never been inside a moving picture house 
or theatre, never smoked a cigarette or 
swallowed a drop of any intoxicating 
beverage, never “participated in any 
unclean conversation or read any 
obscene book,” never attended a dance. 
““Even if I wanted to, when would I find 
time?” she says. “I’d much rather 
spend my free evenings right here in 
my own house with my husband and 
my boy.” 

Her dearth of time can best be under- 
stood by a brief examination of the 
family timetable. Tuesdays, Mrs. 
Kennedy visits the veterans in Christie 
Street Hospital with other League of 
Mercy _ soldiers. Wednesdays — she 
attends the Home League, a gathering of 
soldiers who sew layettes for needy 
mothers, prepare parcels for overseas, 
collect money for the Missionary Effort. 
Thursday is Songster practice. Saturdays 
there is usually some sort of get-together 
where she can be helpful. Sunday 
mornings she attends the Army’s 
outdoor street meeting, goes on to sing 
with the Songsters in the Citadel. 
Sunday afternoon finds her teaching a 
teen-age Sunday school class. Sunday 
night, back she goes to the Citadel to 
sing and to pray. 

And what of Gordon Kennedy all this 
time? Is he feeling neglected? Not at all. 
After working in an important industrial 
relations job all day to support his 
family, he comes home at night to tackle 
his Army work. Is there an Army 
meeting, an Army gathering, any sort of 
occasion where the Army band is 
needed? Bandsman Kennedy is right 
there with his cornet, for the Salvationist 
band offers its services free of charge to 
any outside worthy cause. 


TO ANYONE who shows amazement 
over the amount of work she ac- 
complishes, Mrs. Kennedy points out 
that some of her sister soldiers carry out 
much bigger and.more spectacular jobs. 

For instance, one of her friends, an 
officer, is assigned to work in police court. 


Every morning about half past sever 
this woman turns up at the City Ha 
walks down the corridor until she com: 
to the “bull pen,” where police hay 
herded together all the girls and wome 
rounded up since the previous day « 
various counts: drunkenness, prostitu 
tion, thieving, vagrancy. If some gi: 
ignore her, others don’t. If some hay 
nothing but a contemptuous glance fo: 
the kind face under the old-fashione« 
bonnet, others welcome it with tears anc 
apologetic explanations. 

The uniform moves from girl to girl 
and stops before a new face. “Is ther: 
anything I can do to help you?” sh 
asks. 

The Army’s representative may decid 
to intervene in what she considers a 
deserving case. If so, she hurries off to 
catch the judge in the magistrates’ 
chambers before court opens. 

“Naturally, the Salvation Army can- 
not alter the course of justice,” she 
explains, “‘but sometimes justice can be 
tempered with mercy, if an Army soldier 
is there to explain the circumstances.” 

It is not uncommon for Mrs. Kennedy 
to encounter her friend leaving the 
courthouse with four or five such girls 
on suspended sentence, who have been 
entrusted to her care. On other oc- 
casions, she leaves alone—to look after 
the family and affairs of some less 
fortunate girl who has been sentenced to 
a reformatory term. 

“I’ve seen Sister X go into a girl’s 
home, wash the floors, make the beds, 
cook the meals for the children and 
generally act the part of a housekeeper 
until some relative or friend can be 
found to take over,” Mrs. Kennedy says. 
“She visits the girls in jail, keeps in 
contact with their families, tries to iron 
out things at their homes for the day 
they will return. She works six days of 
the week at her court work, from dawn 
till dark, and she gets about the same 
salary as a waitress would receive. 
Beside her, I do practically nothing.” 

Eight - year - old Bobby Kennedy, 
“dedicated” to the Salvation Army when 
he was two months old, today plays a 
small-sized copy of his father’s cornet in 
the junior band, wears a red Guernsey 
his father brought back from overseas 
after the war, with the Army motto 
“Blood and Fire’ emblazoned on the 
chest. With his mother and father, hi 
starts the day at 6.30. a.m. saying family 
prayers. Such prayers will accompany 
food at each meal, and finish the day at 
Bobby’s bedtime. When he is 12 or 13, 
he will probably join the Corps Cadets, 
a boy’s club which meets weekly to study 
the Bible and learn the history of the 
Army. He will hear that the Canadian 
organization was brought to London, 
Ontario, by two British immigrants; 
that it was so unpopular at first that 
recruits were disinherited by thei! 
families, fired from their jobs, thrashed 
by their friends, sneered at by th 
public and periodically picked up by th« 
police. 

Today he is all boy—getting into 
scraps, dreaming of owning a big dog 
which he will call Wild Wolf—tracking 
mud and small friends into the spick- 
and-span sunny Kennedy house. 

“Bob has a wonderful imagination,” 
Daisy Kennedy says, “But we're not 
worrying. Ten minutes after we moved 
into this neighborhood the whole street 
knew that Mummy sang in the choir and 
Daddy played the cornet in the band. 
Bobby is tremendously proud of the 
Salvation Army.” 
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Spring for 
Seventeen 


by Ann Foster 


Illustrated by Gwen Fremlin. 


CHATELAINE FOR MAY 


of anger and humiliation blinding her eyes, and entered the house. In the 
hall she confronted her mother. 
“Why, darling—” Kathleen Nash exclaimed. “What on earth!” 
Brenda flung her wrap over a chair and, without looking directly at her 
mother, walked into the living room. She could see the top of her father’s still 
young head over the rim of his chair. She knew she couldn’t go up to bed without 
answering her mother. But what was she to say without inviting questions? 
Without taking the risk of endangering the revelation of her own deep secret as 
she had done at the party from which she had just returned? The memory of 
what had happened at the party sent further waves of terror and dejection 
through her so that she trembled and moved toward the warmth of the slowly 
dying fire in the wide grate. 
Kathleen was watching her daughter: + 


‘i WATCHED the car disappear along the-road. Then she turned, tears 


Continued on page 66 





It was Steve who warned her: ‘Marriage these days is so breakable it should 


be handled with care — not only by the husband 


and wife, but by everyone who touches it... sd 
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ISA GREGORY reached breakfast 

table and gently thumped the Brookfield Journal 

on its backsides. ‘Darling,’ she said on a 

resolutely indrawn breath, to the tawny-headed 

young man half buried behind it, “would you 

mind skipping the comics this morning? It’s nearly 
eight-thirty, and I—I would have words with thee.” 

Steve obligingly tossed the paper aside. “Okay, 
my sweet. What gives?” His wide, level mouth broke 
into an unsuspecting grin, and Lisa thought a little 
wildly: “Oh, dear, why didn’t | tell him last night? 
Why did I wait until the very last minute?” She 
prided herself on being a courageous and forthright 
person, with no hidden or mysterious corners. It 
wasn’t like her to put anything off, to vacillate, to 
pretend that she was enjoying a cozy breakfast with 
her husband when actually she had been sitting on the 
edge of her chair for half an hour anxiously waiting for 
him to finish his second cup of coffee and the editorial 
page. 

He was looking at her more soberly now, his 
expressive cobalt-blue eyes boring steadily into her 
silvery grey ones. “Anything wrong, Lisa?” 

“Oh, no. I—that is...” She 
swallowed and tried again. “Steve,” she 
said, in a little rush of words: “Annette 
called me yesterday. She goes to court 
tomorrow. I—TI promised her I’d come 
to Jackson and appear as a witness at 
the trial. I’m her only witness, really. So 
I’ve got to go. Please don’t mind. 
I—I’ll be back as soon as I can possibly 
make it.” 

She kept a bright expectant smile on 
her lips as she waited for Steve’s answer. 
A small tight silence fell upon them, and 
the smile became stiff and 
paper thin. 

“But I do mind, Lisa,” 
Steve said bluntly. ‘You know 
how | feel about Cliff and 
Annette. Divorcing him is not 
going to solve her problem. She 
loves him and he loves her.” 

“He had a queer way of 
showing his love!”’ Lisa tapped 
her pointed, carmine-tinted 
nails on the glass-topped table. 
To this day, four months after 


across the 


“Don’t ever do_ that 
again to anybody, Lisa,” 
Annette’s voice broke. 
“You just don’t know 
how awful it is 
to be separated 
from the man 
you love.” 


the separation, she broke out with a rash of indignation 
every time she thought of Cliff Epperson, who had 
made her friend so unhappy. “‘No matter how much 
Annette loved him,” she exclaimed hotly, “she couldn’t 
possibly continue living with him after the way he 
treated her! No woman could and keep her self- 
respect!” 

With a brief one-sided smile, Steve shook his head 
at her reprovingly. “It’s easy to talk proud, my 
sweet, when you’re you—snug and happy and sure of 
yourself, But remember, Annette is not in your 
league. She’s never worked, she’s highly emotional, 
and I doubt that she’s ever made an important 
decision for herself in her life.” He dug out his cigaret- 
tes, lighted one for her, and another for himself. 
“Frankly, Lisa,” he went on, frowning: “I don’t 
believe she would have left Cliff if you hadn’t practi- 
cally talked her into it. I’m afraid it was your 
courage, your indignation, your proud talk that 
inspired her to go home to mother and sue Cliff for a 
divorce.” 

Lisa defended herself quickly, making little positive 
gestures with her hands. “It was the only thing she 
could do, Steve! Cliff Epperson drank too much all 
last winter and squandered his money on _ other 
women. He stayed out late night after night. I know, 
because I lay awake myself many nights feeling sorry 
for Annette, sceing her light in the window, ‘and 
listening with her for the sound of his ear turning in 
the drive. He came home absolutely sodden the night 
before she left him, and. . .” 

“I’m not trying to defend Cliff,” Steve broke in. 
“I’m merely saying that a marriage these days is so— 
so breakable that it should be handled with care, not 
only by the husband and wife, but by everyone who— 
who touches it. Lending a sympathetic ear to your 
friend was fine. But telling her she should divorce her 
husband .- Avg 

Lisa glanced uneasily at her watch. She cut in 
swiftly, keeping it light: “Darling, if we don’t hurry 
you'll be late for work, and I'll be late for—for my 
train. I haven’t packed—yet.” 


STEVE’S EYELIDS flashed up, revealing a sudden 


stern-eyed glint that Lisa had never seen before. Her 


heart began to pound apprehensively. She watched. 


him smash out his cigarette in the small blue tray 
beside his plate, jump to his feet and stride across the 
room to the window. With his hands thrust deep into 
his coat pockets, he stood there, in a patch of April 
sunlight, tall and straight and dear, staring worriedly 
at the Epperson cottage next door. 

Lisa waited hopefully for him to calm down, for him 
to shrug and smile and agree to her going—however 
reluctantly. 

But Steve did nothing of the kind. Instead, he 
turned to face her and spoke in a voice that was sharp 
and firm, “I don’t want you to go, Lisa. I don’t want 
my wife going out of her way to help destroy a rela- 
tionship as important and as—as sacred as a marriage. 
I don’t want her deliberately tearing down a man’s 
character. Please call Annette this morning and tell 
her you can’t come. And why.” 

Lisa felt herself going stiff with sudden dismay and 
swiftly rising indignation. “You're saying to me that 
I can’t go!” she gasped. 

“Yes,” Steve said briefly, his jaw set. 

She drew herself up proudly. “I’m sorry, Steve. I 
promised Annette, and I can’t let her down—not even 
to please you. I—I’ve got to go!” 

“No,” Steve said quietly, “you do not have to do 
anything of the kind. You are not going.” 

A sudden shocked sound escaped her lips. If he had 
struck her she would not have been more surprised, or 
angry. There was another stretch of silence—not the 
cozy-togetherness kind of silence that Lisa had experi-+ 
enced so many times in the one short year of their 
marriage, but a taut, stubborn, frightening silence that 
separated them into two distinct, determined indi- 
viduals. 

Deliberately she let the silence stretch as thin as 
possible, hoping he would break it by hastily with- 
drawing his presumptuous pronouncement. But it was 
obvious that he had said all he intended to say. Her 
attention was distracted briefly by the sound of a car 
backing out of the driveway that separated the two 
houses, and then she heard Vera Saunders’ husky 
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voice calling out a cheerful good-by to her husband. 

The Saunders had leased the Epperson cottage just 
a few days after Annette had left Cliff and he had 
moved downtown to the University Club. Lisa liked 
her new neighbors, but she knew she would never feel 
as close to Vera as she had to Annette. Their friend- 
ship predated her marriage to Steve, which was one of 
the reasons she felt so strongly that he had no right 
to interfere. 

She said tautly: “Steve, I’m your wife, and I forgot 
to have the word ‘obey’ crossed out of our marriage 
service; but even so, I can still come and go when one 
of my friends needs me—when | feel that I must.” 

Steve said doggedly, “I refuse to let you take 
another whack at their marriage.” 

She glared at him a full charged moment, and he 
glared right back at her. Then, with head tilted at 
a defiant angle, and eyes giving off sparks, she jumped 
to her feet and marched into the bedroom. She pulled 
down her overnight bag from the top closet shelf and 
tossed into it a nightgown, a negligee, a blouse and 
slip, and an assortment of toilet articles. 

Steve stood in the door watching her, his face white, 
his eyes hard. Aware of his nearness, she turned 
quickly, her hands gripping the silver-grey hat that 
matched her dark-lashed eyes and the casual suit she 
wore. “They could have subpoenaed me, you know.” 

“Then let them,” he said grimly. “Just sit tight 
unless you’re forced into testifying.” 

She said stubbornly, “I’m going, Steve.” 

Their eyes met again with the impact of steel on 
steel, and Lisa discovered, with mounting surprise, 
that Stephen Archibald Gregory had a positive, inde- 
pendent, stubborn streak fully as wide and deep as her 
own. That was as it should be, she thought, only this 
was their first serious clash, and who was going to do 
the giving in? She couldn’t. That was final. She shut 
her bag with a loud snap and moved swiftly across the 
room to lower the windows, lock them, and draw the 
blinds to keep the sun from fading her beautiful blue 
satin draperies. 

Instead of helping her, Steve growled an oath, 
turned on his heels and stalked out. . 

Lisa stood motionless, staring at the empty doorway, 
clinging desperately to her outraged pride, and to the 
belief that the quarrel would blow over and be for- 
gotten by the time she returned. She heard the front 
door open and shut; she heard angry steps on the walk. 
With a little anxious breath, she rushed to the porch 
and called out brightly: “‘Good-by, darling. I'll hurry 
back. Take care of yourself.” 

““Good-by,” Steve said gruffly, not looking back at 
her, not offering to kiss her, or take her to the train, 
or anything. 


FIVE NIGHTS later, the train from Jackson clattered 
into the smoke-stained Brookfield station, after long 
hours of tedious plugging and chugging and stopping 
at every way station. Bone-weary and emotionally 
spent, Lisa kept torturing herself with wondering, as 
she gathered her things together and freshened: her 
make-up, how Steve would greet her—what he would 
say. 

She was the first passenger to alight, and after tip- 
ping the porter, she looked eagerly around the station. 
Steve was nowhere in sight. Her heart thudded 
sickeningly against her ribs. But later, in the cab, she 
kept telling herself over and over not to go to pieces. 
Quite obviously Steve had failed.to receive her wire. 
She would find him at home poring over blueprints in 
his den, or picking out “blues’’ chords on the piano, 
or raiding the icebox. 

She waited with held breath for the cab to turn into 
Woodmont Lane. And long before the driver pulled 
up at her walkway, she was leaning out the window 
hoping to see signs of life in the Gregory cottage: It 
was utterly dark. But there were lights blazing next 
door. That was it, she told herself. Steve was visiting 
the Saunders, or else he’d simply gone to bed early. 
She paid the driver, grabbed her bag and tore up the 
walk. 

Steve was not in his bed, his clothes closet was half 
empty, and the Saunders had not seen him in five days! 
Vera was avid to hear the latest news about the 
Eppersons, but Lisa pleaded a headache and hurried 
home. 

Once inside her bedroom Continued on page 38 
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“Gosh, Debby, if you could’ve been different!” 
Hank told her. And Debby found though 

it’s fun to travel with the gang, you’ve 

got to get your head above the 


crowd if you want to win your man 








ITH A YAWN and a stretch, Debby glanced at the 
clock. Just 10. A stiff little breeze billowed the 
curtains and motes of sunlight slanted in; from down- 
stairs came the sound of house chores, considerately 
muted. She pulled the blanket closer about her and 
rolled over, letting go to a beautiful sense of relaxation. The 
vacation feeling. Debby clung to it all year, more or less; 
during the fall term she cast wistful thoughts back to last 
summer; in the spring term she looked forward to June. 
Hi-ya, June! she giggled. She wouldn’t be falling asleep 
again, but there was no need to get up yet. The crowd 
didn’t start things till 11. 

She lay there, staring at the rippling curtain without 
seeing it. Some fun last night! The game-room at Joanie’s 
had sure looked a mess, after. And the chair. Tad had 
started to jump over it and landed inside instead, and the 
thing gave one plunk. Well, Tad hadn’t meant to bust the 
chair. Nice weather. Cooler, though. Today was Thursday. 
The crowd’d be going to the Savoy tonight and then for 
cokes at Joe’s place. Joe had promised some new numbers on 
the jukebox. That'd be fun. 

At 20 to 11, she decided to get up; spent five minutes in the 
shower; less than five fastening on the green shorts, white 
halter and scarlet sandals. Hair and make-up took the 
longest. At last she stepped back from the mirror, surveying 
herself critically. Not bad. That new pomegranate lipstick 
really did things; made her skin fair despite its sunburn, 
brought out the blue of her eyes and the copper glints in her 
hair. With a swoosh the curtain flapped in and messed her 
hair. It was cooler—cool enough to put clothes on, she re- 
flected as she picked up the hairbrush again. The shorts-and- 
halter arrangement was what the crowd went in for just now, 
though. Debby remembered the fat juicy raspberry Judy’d 
got when she appeared in a hat during the head-kerchief 
craze. Debby settled the matter by pulling out her sweater. 

Mother was cleaning vegetables in the kitchen and she 
looked up as Debby came in. Debby knew the look. Mother’s 
mind would be running on the kind of questions and sug- 
gestions that threatened possessiveness. 

“You'll have your breakfast, Debby?” said Mother. “I'll 
get you some... .” 

“Don’t bother. I'll just take a glass of milk.” It was part 
of the Code to make no extra work; also to abstain violently 
from house chores. House chores were a bore; you put your 
time into interesting things. Anyway, breakfast wasn’t 
important. 





















































“Did you have a nice time last night?” 

“Swell,” said Debby, gulping her milk. 

“T didn’t hear you come in.” 

“1 took my shoes off.” She sensed that Mother wanted to 
know what time she came in; said nothing about it. The 
Code was strong on that; you were a Senior; you didn’t let 
them take possession of you. 

“Will you be out today, Debby? I want to look in at 
Leffert’s sale this afternoon .. .” 

“Don’t give me a thought. I’m going to the beach right 
now.” Debby set her glass in the sink. “I don’t know when 
I’ll be back to dress. And we're going in to town tonight, so 
if it gets late, I’ll just stay over at Mona’s.” 

“Oh,” said Mother. Again Debby sensed questions and 
suggestions. After a moment Mother said, “‘Won’t you be 
cold in that outfit?” 

“| have my sweater.” 

Mother seemed about to say something; did not say it. 
Debby watched her; told herself she wasn’t being hard. At 
least, she didn’t mean to be hard. Simply, you didn’t let 
yourself be taken possession of. “ ’By,”’ she called. “I'll be 
back when I return.” 


IT WAS just past 11 as she crossed the dunes, and the crowd 
had already arrived. The crowd met every day at the same 
time, under the same big dune at the foot of Shore Road. 
They never went anywhere else, and other crowds never 
trespassed. There were eight of them, four girls and four 
boys. They sprawled on the beach, leaning against each 
other, making back-rests for each other, rubbing each other 
with sun oils. When they caught any grownups watching 
them, they exchanged winks and snuggled more closely 
against each other. This was fun, and fun was their concern. 
They wisecracked a lot; repeated catch lines from current 
jokes and songs; laughed over recollections of last term. 
They had their serious conversations, too; sometimes about 
grownups; mostly about love. Should a girl let a man see if 
she loves him? Does a girl love more intensely than a man? 
Debby felt a warm tingling for such discussions since her 
three plunges into love. She had been absolutely mad over 
Butch Wynant and Greg Platt and Mr. Durand, the art 
teacher, all in one term. When the talk ran to how you felt 
when you were in love, she found herself sitting on the edge 
of a volcano. 

Right now, when she wasn’t mad over anyone in particu- 
lar, she sometimes wondered whether those could have been 
the real thing after all. She guessed not; look how they’d 
folded up. Still, when Mother had called them just crushes, 
Debby had had thoughts about lighting out for Paris and 
living in a studio—especially during the wave of feeling for 
Mr. Durand. After the end had come, then she’d had an 
awful feeling that maybe Mother was right. That couldn’t be 
though. Grownups didn’t understand how you felt. Mother’d 
just hit it by accident; anyone could hit it—occasionally— 
by accident. Anyway, while those waves bad been on, they 
certainly felt like... That opened the most tingling 
discussion of all: bow can you tell if it’s the real thing? Mona 
and Judy said you could tell right off; you just knew. After 
last term Debby wasn’t so sure. 4 Continued on page 47 


They laughed together, dancing to 
the radio Judy had brought. Hank 
danced divinely, even on the sand. 
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Tell Your Dollars Where to Go. 







By Byrne Hope Sanders 


HIS IS a story from life. It’s about money in the 
home, and the best way to make it behave. 

It is written with the help of 350 money-wise 
women, They are members of Chatelaine’s 
Corisumer Council. In one of the ballots sent to 

every member, they reported that they kept track 
of food costs. This meant that, in all probability, they 
had worked out budgets that fit their families’ needs. 


they had learned efficiency in their business life, and 
certainly intended to carry it on into their home 
management. 

All of them are happy about their budget. They 
have worked it out on a trial and error system, until it 
fits their own family needs, and they find they can 
control their dollars. 


NEARLY ALL these Councilors handle most of the 


family finances themselves. They discuss the broad 


My job is to look after the family’s food, clothing, the 
upkeep of the house, charities, entertainment, and to 
plan for our vacation. | am absolutely certain that 
budgeting has been the big factor in making our five 
years of married life so harmonious, We both feel it is 
‘playing the game.” ’ 

The great majority of these women believe that it is 
essential to have the whole family interested in making 
the budget work—particularly the husband. 

“We work as a team—we do our spending and our 





When Chatelaine asked them to tell how they did outline of the family budget with their husbands once a saving together.” } 
it, so that other Canadian women might benefit from year, or once a month, or whenever there is an “*There’s no use trying to make a budget work, unless : 
their experience, they responded fully and freely, with emergency. Then, with the general principles settled, you have your husband’s help. If one partner is ; 
thousands of pages of personal experience. They told they themselves attend to the bookkeeping, the family saving—and the other one doesn’t care about it ; 
of trial and error; of problems in city, town, and buying and the paying of the bills. you're wasting your time.” i 
country living. They were in all income, brackets. Here is a typical procedure in the great majority of ““Get the children interested. It’s good for building 
Over and over they wrote: “I’m afraid this may not be homes: character and makes the whole plan work far more 
much use. But you're welcome to it, if it will be of any “Our yearly income is so fixed that at the beginning successfully. We started our children with their ¢ 
help to other Canadian women.” of the year, my husband and I draw up a budget cover- 10-cent pocket money when they were very tiny, Hi 

The questions asked were personal, and to the ing the year. Then, each month, he is responsible for teaching them to spend it wisely. When they were 4 
point. paying rent, taxes, Insurance, car upkeep, recreation. in high school they were buying all their own clothes, 3 


“Do you work out your budget with your husband? 
Who does the bookkeeping, and how do you divide 
the spending of your income?” 

“Does the family share in your budgeting plans?” 

“Have you,an allowance of your own? Have you 
any special economies?” 

It would take 350 separate articles to describe each 
budget that was outlined. For no two are alike in 
detail. One woman put it this way; 

“*A good, useful budget has to fit the individual 
home like a two-way stretch girdle. 

“It has to be designed to give support in the right 
places—and yet leave plenty of room for action. 

“‘Ready-made plans cooked up by statisticians, are 
apt to resemble, in practice, the old-fashioned, steel- 
boned corset, that interfered with circulation, and 
was discarded with a groan of relief.” 

Everyone is against the idea of a cut-and-dried 
budget. No two women are alike in the way they 
handle money—even if they have the same income, the 
same family, and live on the same street, say the 
Councilors. ““Some wives are thrifty and practical,” 
says one. “Others are not—however hard they try to 
be. An income in one home will give the family 
everything it wants. In another home, with just the 
same income and size of family, there will be a con- 
tinua! struggle to catch up on debts.” 

However, while this group of budget-conscious 
women do not feel that any general plan can be drawn 
up for universal use, they are in agreement on certain 
principles. 

For one thing, they believe wholeheartedly in 
budgeting. Many have budgeted through their 
married lives, and look back on the rearing and 
education of grown children with pleasure and satisfac- 
tion, because of careful money-management. A 
number report that, for some reason, they stopped 
budgeting—but returned to it hastily, as they soon 
found their finances floundering. Younger women said 
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Tell How To 
Wollars... 


Don’t Ask Them Where They Went 


and handling their own expenses out of their al- 
lowance better than we could have done.” 

Those extracts from Council reports speak for 
hundreds. 

But it isn’t all sunshine and light by any means. 
Through the pages are portraits of husbands who do 
not care about’ money-management; who can’t be 
bothered with the details. Says one; “We tried an 
allowance plan. But it didn’t last very long. Halfway 
through.each month, my husband had usually spent 
his, and then there’d be a roar, ‘How in heck do you 
expect me to live on that? After all, I’m the guy who 
brings in the dough!’ ” 

It is because of men’s dislike of detail in money 
management apparently, that so many wives are 
handling the finances themselves. In scores of cases, 
the husbands turn over their pay cheques to their 
wife for administration, and live on an allowance 
themselves. “‘When you're writing your story,” says 
a Toronto Councilor, “say something about the man 
who, year after year, as his family is growing up, turns 
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over his income to his family, and keeps only a mini- 
mum amount himself for carfare,lunches and cigarettes. 
There’s a hero for you—and you can count him by the 
tens of thousands!” 


SETTING UP a budget is a personal matter. Very 
few of the Councilors believe in the old-fashioned 
method of the apple-pie budget, with a slice named for 
food, clothing, savings. 

The best way, most of them believe, is to establish a 
budget on the record of the previous year’s spending. 
That gives a general pattern for procedure. 

“We usually know where our money went,” says a 
Councilor. “The problem is how to stop it! The best 
way to check on it, we have found, ts to isolate, month 
by month, or at the end of the year, the large expenses, 
and then see the total of the small items which very 
often amount to a sum which is astonishing, and 
which really explains where the money goes. These 
items are those on which people who do not keep 
accounts imagine practically nothing has been spent.” 
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There are certain fixed expenses, month by month, 
or year by year which can be calculated ahead. Into 
this class fall such items as rent, or mortgage pay- 
ments; insurance; light; heat; telephone; food; 
income tax; hospitalization; and so on. 

Councilors believe that the first step is to set down 
all these fixed items, and then face the fact that what 
is left must take care of clothing, vacations, enter- 
tainment, gasoline, upkeep, repairs, gifts, charities. 

One of the most essential things to do in a successful 
budget is to divide all annual payments by 12, and 
allow for that one twelfth each month. Mortgage 
payments, extra taxes, which are not deducted at the 
source, coal bills and similar items, say the Councilors, 
are much better handled when an allowance for them 
is made each month. 

Once the fixed expenses are taken care of, and the 
annual or semiannual payments allowed for, the 


“‘variables” may then be handled as the need arises. 


When the income payment is received once a month, 
most Councilors believe in making all monthly 
payments at the first of the month, with a savings 
account for the special payments which are not 
needed except for the once-a-year payment. They 
urge that food allowances be checked on a weekly basis 
as it is easier to control. “By setting aside one fourth 
of my food allowance for each week I find | can 
manage much better,” says one representative 
Councilor. “When I come toward the end of the week 
and find my funds running low—it is much easier to 
economize for a day or so, than finding all one’s money 
gone a week before the end of the month!” 

When the income is paid on the first and the 
fifteenth of the month, most Councilors allocate 
certain fixed expenses to each payment. The same is 
true of the weekly pay cheque. The important thing 
is to set aside a portion of each week’s pay, for 
certain items—and then be firm about it! 

A great many of the Councilors have husbands who 
are teachers, or professors. In these cases they divide 
10 months income into 12 parts—and base their living 
standard on that. One reason why so many feel that 
the old-fashioned type of budget is useless, is because 
of the inflationary trends in the cost of living. It used 
to be considered correct to spend one fifth of the 
income on shelter—on heated shelter. But at the 
current costs of shelter, how many can keep to that 
figure when they have to buy a house? 

In the same way, one fifth used to be the proportion 
allocated to food. Nearly all women‘report that they 
have to spend a greater proportion of the income than 
this on food. 

The most frequently used 
dividing the family income are: 

Overhead (rent, light, phone, heat); 
Personal spending for each member; 


classifications for 


Food; 
Clothing; 
Donations and gifts; Recreation; Savings (insurance, 
pensions, bonds, emergencies); Medical. 

But while these are the main compartments 
reported many times, there # Continued on page 84 
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The lovely matron of honor looks on, 
smiling, remembering. Her frock is of 
white cotton lace, scalloped against 
insets of marquisette in the bodice and 
skirt. Romantic picture hat is an exqui- 
site arrangement of red mohair and 
white organdie, fluted against a wide 
mohair brim, cascading to the right side. 


Catching the bouquet . . . in white organdie with 
lavishly full rows of Val lace at the pouff sleeves and 
low necklines. A very wide waistband does three clever 
tricks: gives the shirred bodice its high-waisted 
shepherdess effect . . . accents the over-in-the-hip-to- 
helm fullness. Worn over lightly hooped petticoats. 
Fluted organdie sidesweeps to catch huge red oriental 
poppies in the folds of the dainty little half-halo hats. 





Your signal .. . that ageless music, familiar the world 


over... Lohengrin, of course. Guests rise, turn their 


heads to watch . . . and then the long... so long... 


measured procession down the carpeted aisle of the 


flower-filled church. The most important day of your 
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Broderie anglaise batiste in a bridal frock of simple, perfect 
lines. A fichu collar drops deeply over tiny cap sleeves . . . 
the skirt billows out, full-sweeping. The slip is of heavy 
slipper satin, and under all there’s a hooped cotton half-slip. 


life. Your wedding day 


ND AFTERWARD . . . when you throw your 
bouquet . . . you'll hear them saying it was the 
loveliest wedding they’ve ever seen. 

Naturally it’s a beautiful wedding, for you 
were the clever one who worked out arrangements 
so carefully, thoughtfully. Well in advance. 

Because it’s spring, or very early summer, you'll 
choose color blended in lighter softer shades. Fabrics 
that are filmy . . . orsheer . . . orslickly drapeable. 
Marquisettes . . . lace . . . heavy, rich crepes. And 
naturally, slipper satin. If it’s satin you set your heart 
on ages ago—you'll take great care to find the tone 
that enhances you. Should you wear pure white .. . 
or one of the off-whites? A pinky cast or an ivory tint? 
Or that wonderful kind that verges on palest ice 
blue? One of them belongs to your skin tone... 
brings out the color in your eyes. 

You'll supervise each and every detail of your 
attendants’ ensembles. Frocks. Flowers. Hats and 
gloves. Even their dainty slippers. Remembering, 
always, that this is a big day for your bridesmaids 
too. They want to walk down that aisle . . . cer- 
tainly satellites to the star... but looking their 
best, in complete accord with the colorful whole. 

Consider these harmonizers: bridesmaids’ frocks of 
palest green . . . delicate pink rosebuds clustered, 
veiled, on hats of parma violet. Or perhaps you’d 
prefer their hats in frosting pink . . . topped with 
violets. Matron (or maid) of honor, could wear parma 
violet . . . a hat of green, background for rosebuds 
and violets. Or slightly more sophisticated, her hat 
could be made entirely of veiling in these three shades. 

Faintest of faint yellow, carried out in all at- 
tendants’ frocks, right down to the tiny flower girl, is a 
charming echo of spring. Spike it with deep purple 
iris or lilacs. Try chartreuse for gloves, hats, shoes. 

Among the season’s most entrancing ensembles 
is the wedding carried out in white. One such is 
photographed here to give you a new and different 
approach. 

These frocks are inspired by the shepherdess vogue 
of the 18th century . . . back to the days of Watteau. 
There’s that fragile air . . . the diaphanous, floating 
fabrics. And a gay, happy abandon in the use of 
gigantic red oriental poppies in the hats . . . on the 
skirts of the attendants’ ensembles. A _ nostalgic 
pastoral touch recalling the femininity of that gay, 
lighthearted period. 

And still another thought: can you imagine cotton 
eyelets over crisp pastel taffeta petticoats, all very 
full of skirt, basque-bodiced? White over turquoise 
or over rose. 

Summing it all up, you won’t follow the latest fad 
slavishly, just to be in style. Bizarre effects are not 
what vou want. Rather, you'll take advantage of that 
which is beautiful . . . and suitable from all the ro- 
mantic notions fashion puts into our heads nowadays. 

You'll choose fabrics that flatter ... in eye-filling 
(but not blinding) colors. .. you’ll work out the kind 
of bridal picture you’ve always dreamed of. Some- 
thing to remember happily forever after. 
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They were prisoners of the night . . . the boy with 


the gun — the woman drugged with fatigue . . . held 


in bondage by the thin wail of a baby’s cry © 1 (h 


HE SONG— a good dance tune— faded 

away and the radio announcer’s voice 

cut in briskly. “Three o’clock in the 

morning... and station QRWK 

signing off, Be listening tomorrow 
won’t you?” 

With the program’s end, the last sug- 


gestion of dancing crowds and laughter 


faded away. Janet crossed the room to 
turn off the radio. She stood there, feeling, 
rather than hearing, the blank, unaccus- 
tomed silence. Then she heard a soft 
whisper that meant the baby was moving 
around in his crib. He had fallen asleep 
after his bottle, 20 minutes ago. He was 
starting to wake up again now. 

“I’m so tired,” Janet whispered. “I'm 
so tired I’m almost dead.” She had used 
ture. “Get that that expression often before, lightly, frivo- 
baby quiet,” he lously, but now she felt that it was near the 
demanded, his actual truth, “I’m so tired, I’m almost 
dead.” In six days, she had had only a few 
hours sleep. 


Janet said noth- 
ing, made no ges- 


voice scarcely 
more than a Janet heard the baby whimper again. 
husky whisper. In a few minutes he would be crying hard 
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shrill, continuous cries, until dawn. It 
was three o'clock. Only three more hours, 
and the night would be over. Only three 
more hours. But how long was that? The 
precise amount of time didn’t matter. 
What mattered was how long the time felt. 
Three hours could be days, a week could 
be forever. Bob had left only last Friday, 
but that was a million years ago. 

Bob had awakened with the beginnings 
of a bad cold and it had seemed sensible 
then~so sensible—for him to go stay with 
Jim Bullit, until he was well. They didn't 
want, they agreed, Bobby or the baby to 
run the risk of any germs. Bob was a little 
worried about her (after, all the baby's 
only six weeks old and you're not used 
to doing everything yet,” he said) but she 
felt fine, and capable. 

The first day after Bob left, she managed 
beautifully. The baby cried almost all night 
long, but she got through the next day 
all right, too. She could go to bed early, 
she told herself, and catch up . , . 

But every night since then the baby had 
cried, his little voice shrill and urgent, 
piercing the sleepy darkness like knives. 
“There’s nothing the matter with him,” 
the doctor had said. “He'll get over it.” 
He wasn’t disturbed; he didn’t know what 
it meant, night after night, without sleep. 

She kept going. There was nothing else 
she could do; the baby slept in the day- 
time, but Bobby was up, and the daily 
schedule held her like a leash, jerking her 
this way and that. Her neighbors were 
solicitous. They told her how Bob was. 
They told her about crying spells thei 
babies had, and offered to get things for 
her at the grocery. But none of them 
offered to take-care of Bobby and the baby 
for eight hours, so she could go to bed, 


SHE DIDN’T blame them. It didn’t 
sound serious. “The baby cries at night 

my husband has the flu—I haven't been 
able to get a maid to help—” These were 
routine complaints, Only she knew their 
total effect. 

“I’m so very tired,” she said again. Her 
voice was muffled, without emotion. She 
had gone through all the stages—the tense, 
nervous energy, the stumbling weariness, 
the helpless desperation. Now she felt 
strangely calm, detached, and very lonely. 
Most of all, lonely. She felt thrust away 
into an empty hollowness. Nothing she 
saw, no one, had any reality. It was as 
if she looked through heavy panes of glass 
at a world out of focus and slightly askew. 

Janet moved to the table beside the 
window and got a cigarette. The match 
flared briefly in the shadow. She didn’t'want 
the cigarette; her throat was dry and sore. 
But she felt so lonely, standing by the 
window, looking out at the moonlit empti- 
ness before her. Instead of just standing 
there, she would stand and smoke a 
cigarette. 

The baby whimpered again, louder. 
Janet rested her elbows on the windowsill 
and leaned out, soaking in the last moment 
of quiet before the baby began crying 
continually. 


by Mary Augusta Rodgers 


Illustrated by Carl Bobertz. 


The moonlight was bright on her face. 
It spread across the lawn to the side wall 
of the opposite building. Only the hedge 
was a wide dark line in the silvered lawn. 
She heard something—it was too soft a 
noise to be classified—and turned her head. 
Someone was coming across the lawn. He 
stopped by a window, the window directly 
across from hers. He stood there, smoking 
a cigarette, staring at the window. She 
saw the glowing stub of the cigarette as he 
threw it to the ground. Only the clear, dry 
noise of crickets punctured the hush. The 
man felt the sill of the window. His hands 
moved up the sides. Then he braced 
himself and began to push. Slowly, gently, 
the window began to slide up. 

Janet felt a dulled flicker of surprise. 
That was the kitchen window of the 
Johnson's apartment—no, her memory cor- 
rected laboriously, the Johnsons had moved 
out last month and the—the Hargetts, that 
was the name, had moved in, The name 
carried an impression of a heavy, red-faced 
man and a nervous woman and ugly, 
quarreling voices, But this man at the 
window was thin and tall, He was not 
Mr. Hargett, 

He had the window open to the top now, 
Janet stared across the lawn at him as she 
thought: he’s a burglar. I shouldn't stand 
here and watch. I should do something. 
But the thoughts had no force to cut 
through the fog of weariness that smoth- 
ered her. 

She heard the baby's feet kick against 
the foot of his crib. Before she could turn 
away, the baby began to ery, His cries 
slit through the night, high-pitched, like a 
scream. 

The man at the window jerked around. 
His shoulders hunched, He stared across 
the lawn at Janet in the flood of moonlight. 
Somewhere, in one of the two buildings, a 
window slammed down. 

Janet watched the man coming swiftly 
toward her. She saw his face come close, 
heard his husky whisper. “Don’t yell.” 
She saw his hands on the sill of the low 
window as he pulled himself in. He was 
standing close beside her but it was still 
a silent dream. One of his hands drew back. 
When she saw it again, it held a gun. 

“Get that baby quiet.” 

Janet moved over to the crib, picked 
up the baby and held him close to her. 
His legs drew up and his cries were more 
insistent. She reached for a thin blanket to 
wrap around him and murmured sooth- 
ingly. “Do you want some water?” she 
whispered low to the baby. Then, seeing 
the figure by the window, she said, in the 
same tone she would have used to Bob, 
“T’ll have to give him some water. That 
might quiet him,” 

The man moved to where he could see 
her in the kitchen. The gun was still in 
his hand, his knuckles white from the 
pressure of his grip. His eyes followed every 
awkward motion she made as she tried to 
handle the bottle with her left hand while 
her right arm cradled the baby. 

His voice was hardly audible. “ Anybody 
else around?” 4 Continued on page 79 
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Nancy never intended to be married to a failure. That 


much she owed to herself. Or so she thought... 


until a rain-swept night, a stalled car, gave rise to the 
weird events in Hoskins’ barn. . . a trial by jury when the 


claimed their own. It was only a dress rehearsal . . . or was it? 


by Kalman Phillips 
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automatic. The big coupé braked to a stop just on 
the other side of the torrent flooding across the road. 
The electric wipers continued their metronomic 
swishing, the windshield cleared, and the dark bushes 
alongside the road dripped in the glare of the head- 
lights. She shifted back into low gear and stepped 
on the gas. Nothing. The engine had stalled. 

Anguished minutes of pressing on the starter 
button and listening to the futile straining of the 
battery convinced Nancy that something permanent 
must be wrong with the motor. She switched off the 
ignition, shivering slightly. Being marooned like this 
wasn’t very pleasant. Everything was much too 
wet and much too lonely. 

She had vague ideas of going out and opening the 
hood to see what the trouble was, and half-opened 
the door. Rain lashing in, and the realization that 
she wouldn’t recognize anything wrong if she saw it, 
made her change her mind. She closed the door 
again hurriedly. 

Bruce could probably fix it if he were along. He 
loved to tinker. It was another way to waste time. 
Her lip curled slightly as she thought of Bruce 
Bruce at home in the small house of which she’d 
been so contemptuous, Bruce loved the little house. 


He was probably in the laboratory he’d fixed up in 
the cellar, playing with test tubes. He was alw: 
playing with test tubes ... when he should have been 
out making contacts, developing his practice. 

She smiled suddenly. No... no, he wouldn’t be 
in his laboratory. He’d be out somewhere—drinking, 
perhaps. She knew that by the way he had looked 
when she’d told him she was leaving him. Bruce 
loved her. Bruce was a fool. He never could realize 
that it was things she wanted, not just his love. 

She settled back. There was nothing to do but 
wait. If she tried wading through this cloudburst 
Another car 
might be along, though she hadn’t seen any since 
turning into that road. At any rate the Chesters 
would surely miss her after a few hours and come 
after her. She’d always been able to count on Isabel. 
They thought alike. It was Isabel who’d convinced 
her that Bruce’s failures weren’t necessarily her own. 
Thunder crashed, and she shivered slightly. She 
was reaching forward to switch on the radio when 
someone rapped on the window. 

Startled, she looked around. AA tall figure was 
standing there in the darkness. He was swathed in 
a hooded raincape and carried a large umbrella. 


to get help, she’d probably drown. 
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Illustrated by Jack Bush. 


Nancy choked down a sudden panicky feeling. It 
was only a man, and men were creatures she could 
handle. She opened the window slightly 

His voice was a deep pleasant baritone. “Anything 
wrong?” 

“Just that my motor’s gone dead.” 

“Wet?” 

**Possib I ran through that miniature river 
behind the car.” 

A jagged streak of lightning split the sky suddenly. 
Darkness became day, then was darkness again. But 
Nancy had seen his face—the slanting eyebrows 
the pointed ears. Her scream blended with the 
cracking thunder. 

His voice sounded concerned. “Lightning scare 
you?” 

Nancy had shuddered into the corner away from 
him before she realized how silly she was being. It 
was ridiculous. What with the lightning and every- 
thing, her eyes must be playing tricks on her. Her 
laugh was weak. “For a moment I thought you 
looked like—like—” 

“Eh? Oh! Oh, of course. The devil.” The laughter 
rolled out of him in an uncontrolled burst. It stopped 
suddenly. His voice was 4 Continued on page 74 
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I Broke Out of 
Solitary Confinement 


By Jean Pringle 


IF THE following advertisement appeared in your 
local paper, how many replies do you think there 
would be? 


Help Wanted, Female. Reliable, cheerful 
woman to cook, sew, dust, scrub, wax floors, 
market, wash and iron, mend, look after 
lively four-year-old child. Must have 
knowledge of dietetics and home nursing. 
Hours—7 a.m. to 8.30 p.m. Time off—none. 
Pay—room, board, small allowance for clothes 
and personal necessities. 


. 

Yet this is exactly the kind of job the averag« 
Canadian housewife tackles year in, year out. With 
bonuses, too. Like visiting relatives. Sieges of mumps, 
measles and whooping cough; and advice and criticism 
from the Freedom half of the partnership that under- 
took to love, honor and get as much happiness as 
possible out of life together as man and wife. 

I know, because I was doing it too. Until one day I 
decided to put a stop to it. So I got myself a job and 
found a nursery school for Eric, my four-year-old son. 
Probably many women find the four walls of a house a 
happy hunting ground for emotional security and 
contentment. To me, those walls may not be a prison, 
but they certainly create a strong illusion of solitary 
confinement if you have no choice about when you can 
take them or leave them. That daily grind of dishes, 
beds, meals, laundry, housecleaning. No adult com- 
pany except brief contacts with neighbors on the ways 
of children; the butcher; the baker; the milkman. At 
night, a tired husband fed up with talking to people all 
day at his work, ready for an easy chair, the paper... 
and quiet! 

My pent-up mind was explosive with the minor 
difficulties and triumphs of the day, more than ready 
to shower trivia over John. The bathroom tap was 




















leaking. Erie had a fight with 
Robbie. I found soap-flakes. The 
lawn needed cutting. Looking 
back, I suppose what was hap- 
pening was that I was chafing 
under the domestic restraints 
that seemed to contrast so vividly 
with the freedom and stimulus of 
my premarriage job. Of course | 
know housewives can go to meetings, play bridge, 
hunt bargains downtown, play tennis. Provided they 
can afford a sitter, 

I suspect John’s evening paper became a barricade 
against dull chatter. To me, it was a red rag which 
evoked a burning sense of injustice. Here I had been 
slaving all day long alone, while he was out in the 
world . . . well, you know the pattern. And so do 
thousands and thousands of weary and baffled 
husbands! 

Even Eric suffered the over-attention of a too- 
concerned mother. He needed play with other children 
to learn under supervision how to be part of a group at 
work and games. In spite of the accusation of a 
well-known child specialist that fursery school 
mothers are slackers, I found Erie adjusting happily, 
in a short time, to a world of people his own size. 
Thousands of mothers of fatherless children, or 
those who must work to eke out pitifully low incomes, 
send their children to nursery schools. Why should it 
not serve me, who worked from choice, as well? 

It was the nursery school that was difficult to find. 
For there are so few propefly supervised and author- 
ized places of this sort, and such long waiting lists of 
those whose need is urgent, or who feel they are the 
answer to happiness and adjustment for both mother 
and child. 

My job was easier. I found work along the same 
stimulating lines that I had enjoyed when I was the 
bright (I hope!) enthusiastic person John had fallen 
in love with and married. True, I could make it only 
part-time. For six hours a day | am free to go to my 
work. A woman comes in three hours a day for heavy 
housework. I’m not getting rich—carfare, extra 
clothes, domestic help and nursery school fees eat up 
my salary. But I’m happy. 

Week ends, once a chance for me to escape briefly 
the domestic treadmill for a few hours, are now for all 
of us the best part of the week for family projects, 
excursions, and enjoying talk of each other’s work and 
worlds (including Eric’s!). 

Both John and I spend more time playing with 
child now, and Eric profits by having John take a 
bigger part in his upbringing: something missed by 
many a small boy whose busy father leaves “thouse- 
hold matters, including the children” almost com- 
pletely to the mother nowadays. My husband and | 
have achieved a newly important sense of sound 
“sharing.” 

Of course, it’s strenuous running two shows at one 
time, and there aremore emergencies to be coped with. 
But I know now that the freer the spirit (where I’m 
concerned anyway) the stronger the self-imposed ties 
of devotion and service. I’ve proved it! » 





Let’s Get Rid 
of Horse-and-Buggy 
Housekeeping 


By Mary Evans 


DON’T YOU think it’s about time we housewives 
said to ourselves, “Thanks for the buggy ride— 
but from here on we're transferring to the 
Through Express?”—and started running our 
houses in some kind of pace to fit this modern 
age? Here we are in the atomic era, and the world 
changing color and characteristics with the speed 
of a chameleon. And wives and mothers cling 
to a social pattern as old-fashioned and Victorian 
as grandmother’s antimacassar. Are we too set 
in our ways to change—to start applying modern 
specialization, assembly - line and production 
methods to the most important workshop in the 
nation—the home? 

It’s all a matter of getting together and working 
out some blueprints for community co-operative 
action. To give us all more freedom. To save 
time and effort on tedious routine jobs, and 
to get some public returns on the large segment of 
trained and alerted minds (those of women in the 
home) that we write off in the world of affairs, 
once marriage sets in. 

Here’s a street of houses with an average of, 
say, from two to five children in each. In most 
of them the wife is director, manager, foreman 
and laborer in the business of the house and 
family. Here she is, and, if her children are pre- 
school, here she stays. She may have been edu+ 
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cated as a social worker, a teacher, a musician, 
i a nurse, a secretary, a physiotherapist. Need 
her wife and motherhood automatically involve 
; isolationism and exclusionism? 
: Not if she and the other women of her coms 
munity would do a little good down-to-earth 
planning for teamwork action, Let’s replace the 
one-woman unit of production in cooking, wash- 
ing and ironing, child-tending, charring and so on, 
by a group, wherever we can. 

Starting with the nursery school. There, 
children, for at least some part of each day, could 
be fed and cared for, and play under intelligent 


Siena: te 


; direction. Then, we could establish modern 
‘ community laundries with one department for 
3 housewives to do their own washing, with those 
i wonderful new machines (community-owned); 
» and another for those who prefer to pay and have 
; it done for them. Ironing and mending might 
3 be worked on the same basis—providing precious 
' “extra” money for those who are experts in these 
{ important fields. You might even organize 


shopping help. as war-working wives did in many 
cases a few years ago. 

Can’t you see, too, the possibilities of com- 
munity kitchens, where home-cooked meals 
could be bought and taken away, ready to serve? 
And restaurants for those who like to eat out 
now and then. Well, there’s no crime in it. The 
pay-off for a meal away from home to the ever- 
cooking housewife is tremendous in returns of 
vitality and a fresh outlook. 

For the weekly housecleaning problems, why 
not a cleaning team that helps in each others’ 
houses for, say, two hours every week. Specialists 
in floors, windows, furniture polishing, silver 
cleaning could be developed. The most efficient 
vacuum cleaners and electric polishers would be 
provided or lent communally. And you know 
women do tend to enjoy one part of housework 
and hate something else—and usually everybody 
has a different outlook! 


ee ae pat Dan es RE 


Then there’s that invaluable new army of 
emergency shock troops — the Sitters. Every 
> community should boast a Co-operative Sitters’ 


; 
‘ 
4 


fia 


© Club, with members available for morning, 
: afternoons or evenings. Even week ends. Week- 
3 end sitters would enable couples who have got 
* a little ragged around the edges from too long 


exposure to young, to go off and get acquainted 
again. The club could be composed of teen-agers, 
university students and of housewives who, with 
some free time, would like to earn extra money; 
or to build up precious “earned” time for their 
own Sitting problems. Fathers, even, could lend 
a hand here. 
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Such arrangements—diflicult at first, but cer- 
tainly achievable—would give the modern woman 
with her good premarriage training that precious 
boon of time to continue, at least part-time, the 
development of her interests, her talents, her 
technical skill. 





She would enjoy all this and the heaven, too, 
of that most satisfying of all pursuits 
a husband and family. 


the care of 





Of course, we might have to sacrifice some 
of those timeless culogies on the part of preachers 
and politicians about the all-sacrificing, all- 
submerging M-O-T-H-E-R. But with women 
) getting out more in the world there’d be less 
» nonsense talked and more action of a constructive 
sort practiced, anyway. 
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Look Here, 
Mr. Psychiatrist; 
You're All Wrong 


By Helen Stewart 


ISN’T IT wonderful? Now we can find out everything 
about the “neurotic modern woman” and _ how all 
her little complexes got that way, by just listening to 
the psychologists, psychiatrists, psychoanalysts, 
sociologists and other specialists in the field of human 
emotions. That is, you can, if you have time. I find 
I’m so caught up in the present battle with the high 
cost of living and the difficult but satisfying problems 
of looking after a home, husband and children I just 
haven’t any time either to be or study the modern 
neurotic, feminine. I used to laugh it off, because 
you know what a good sense of humor a seasoned 
housewife develops. But the professional pessimists 
are beginning to annoy me so much that I think it’s 
time we women—of all people—had a few things to 
say about ourselves! 

For instance, there’s that wonderful creation of 
theirs—the home woman with too much time on her 
hands. If the professors could take the pace (which 
I doubt) they might try clocking the near-24-hour 
day of Mrs. Anybody, and I'll deep fry a potful of 
my best sugared doughnuts for every fretful, empty 
hour they can put on the record. 

Then, of course, the job of running a house and 
family is “monotonous and unsatisfying.” I, for one, 
had a highly interesting career before | married. But 
it couldn’t compare with the exciting and varied 
stimulation of my present occupation, or the loyalty 
and attachment | have to my permanent employers. 

Of course it’s strenuous. And all-absorbing. | 
haven’t yet run into that languorous creature of the 
ads and radio commercials whose household equip- 
ment—however scientific—runs itself, so that she may 
end the day looking like a lovely, nonfunctional lily. 
I still have to see the machine that will stuff the 
chicken, shell the peas, serve dinner, wash the roasting 
pan... and help the children with their homework. 

And oh, yes. We lack a sense of responsibility. 
A pretty piece of theorizing, | must say, to thousands 
and thousands of us who are in full command of all 
the big and little things that hold a home together, 
keep children well and happy, and make a house 
a pleasant place for a man to come home to. Irre- 
sponsible, indeed! 

Then there’s that other discovery that deep in our 
hearts we women hate and envy men. Count me 
out. I like men and love one in particular, who hap- 
pens to be my husband. Search and delve as | will, | 
cannot find among my feminine friends and ac- 
quaintances one really seasoned man hater. Envy? 
No—sometimes I’m sorry for men, because | think 
we get more out of life, especially in the little things, 
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than they do. Of course, they don’t have to bear 
children—thus missing out on one of the greatest 
ecstacies in life. 

Oh! And we envy thet “freer sex life” of men. 
But most of the nice family heads I know are too busy 
maintaining a home and children to take any time 
off for Casanovish activities. Even if they wanted 
to, which I doubt. Besides, the family budget 
wouldn’t allow such unwarranted expense as might be 
involved. 

Next item; my greatest interest in life is supposed 
to be to look glamorous. Well, I’m pretty busy in 
what spare time I have trying to understand and be 
of value to the needs of all the members of my family. 
You see, I can’t be happy unless they are, whatever 
brand of perfume I wear or however much youth- 
renewal cream I slather myself with. And I seem to 
take a lot of spare moments, when I can find them, 
doing a little much-needed mental refreshing. Frankly 
—and this may be an awful blow to the boys with 
the magnifying glasses and the complex-catching nets 

I’m glad I’m through with my teens and twenties. 
I really enjoy being an adult, and if my family consider 
my obvious maturity, with whatever personality | 
have developed achieving it, too repulsive, nobody's 
thought to mention it. Particularly on chicken-and- 
dumpling and apple-pie-with-cheese nights. Or when a 
family problem is met through grown-up judgment. 

Finally, I “consider home-making a no-account 
job.” To whom? Not me. It takes all my wit and 
intelligence and alertness—and certainly challenges 
my ingenuity more than any business job ever did 
or could. Odd as it may seem, there is a deep satis- 
faction in helping children to formulate characters 
strong enough to deal with their own adult life, and 
keeping a husband up to condition to cope with his 
problems in the world he battles for us. 

When they tell me that independence for women 
is a hazard to marriage, | really blow up. Remember 
grandmother’s day, when the only “out” for a woman 
was to live in spinsterhood with (and on) her relatives, 
or take the first good marriage bid that offered? Think 
of the psychological and emotional problems she must 
have had, adjusting. Today, thank heaven, women 
don’t have to marry for a meal ticket. They do it 
because they love their men and want, more than 

anything else, to share their lives and raise their 
children. And who, believe it or not, gentlemen 
of the know-it-all contingent of experts on the feminine 
psyche, would rather be good, capable, well-loved 
homemakers than anything in the world. Even than 
men. Or cover girls. 
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Hiehting Lady 


]HEN EVER A strike is called in a Quebec plant 

[™| these days there can be seen, circulating among 

/@ the strikers and talking to them, a good-looking, 
grey-haired, immaculately dressed woman 

just off the train from Montreal. She looks out 

of place, but she doesn’t feel it. She has questions to 

ask. What are the grievances? She wants to know the 

underlying ones as well. How does each man feel about 

it personally? How does his wife feel about it? Does 
he blame it all on the country? Is he a communist? 

“They think I’m a busybody,” she admits. “But 

they put up with me.” 

One of the reasons they put up with her is that she is 

a woman who combines lively charm: with innate 

dignity. The other is that probably everyone in 

Quebec knows Mme. Pierre Casgrain. In some ways 

she probably seems a little queer. For 11 years she 

battled for the vote for the women of Quebec. That 


achieved, she ran for election, came second in a slate of 


five, the rest men. Every year and all the year she’s 


crusading for something—for civil rights for married 


women, for laws on child protection, for improved 
educational opportunities, for a better lot for farmers 
and workers. What she’s doing in the labor-trouble 
field is not quite clear, but it looks like pre-electioneer- 
ing. To the French Catholic mind and the majority of 
male minds everywhere, that’s no work for a woman. 
But Therese Casgrain does that and a woman’s work 
as well. 

When she first appeared on the political platform in 
1921, campaigning for her husband who was ill, the 
Hon. Mr. Taschereau offered her his congratulations 
but with reservations. 

“Now that you are in politics,” 
suppose there will be no more babies.” 

Therese Casgrain replied that it should be possible 
to do both. M. Taschereau did not think so, promised 
to be godfather should there be another Casgrain child. 


he chided, “I 


A few months later he received a telegram announcing 
the birth of his goddaughter. This was Therese 
In the four years that 
followed, she had another son and another daughter, 


Casgrain’s second child. 


Crusader? Wherever Canadian 
politics are mentioned you hear the name of 
Madame 
interprets one of the most fascinating person- 


Feminist? . .. Fireball? . . . Busybody? ... 


women and 


Pierre Casgrain. Thelma _ Lecoq 


alities in this country’s affairs 


was not seen on the political platform again, but she 
was thinking about it. Politics was in her blood—her 
father, Sir Rodolphe Forget, had been member for 
Charlevoix from 1905 to 1917. In her one persenal 
appearance she had shown a talent for it and had 
enjoyed it. The Suffragists had asked her to be their 
French speaker. Besides that, in her heart, she had 
never been quite satisfied with her lot as a woman. Sh¢ 
was the eldest of a family of four, the only girl wit! 
three brothers. Up to a point she was one of them, 
could hold her own at tennis or corner-lot baseball, but 
there always came a moment when she was told 
“You can’t do that, you’re a girl.” 

“T never liked the idea of having responsibilities anc 
no rights,” she recalls. ‘That may have been what got 
me started.” 


IN 1928 she began her long persistent struggle for th 
vote for the women of Quebec. Neither party felt it hac 
anything to gain by granting votes for women, bu 
every year Therese Casgrain # Continued on page 4 





WHEN THEY 
‘““‘COME FOR A MINUTE”’ 
AND 


Sty fre met 


You’re always ready when you’ve Campbell’s Soups 


on hand — tempting, nourishing, satisfying 
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You're just in time for the floor show! 


New Glo-coat* gives 
a far brighter shine... 
without rubbing or buffing 


a. 


Natural color photograph 


BRIGHT NEWS INDEED! 


You know what a favorite Glo-Coat 
has always been for shine! Well, new 
Glo-Coat gives nearly twice as much 
shine as before . . . without any rub- 
bing or buffing. Just apply it in the 
usual way —let it dry — and you'll 
say your linoleum floors have never 
looked so bright . . . their colors 
never so fresh and gay. Varnished 
wood floors, too, shine with new 
beauty. 


What’s more, the same 
bright Glo-Coat polish that- 
beautifies your floors protects them. 
Spilled things and muddy footprints wipe 
up quickly. Dirt doesn’t readily penetrate the 
tough wax film, so linoleum actually lasts years 
longer. The wax protection maintains the beauty of 
wood floors, too— prevents them from becoming 
rough and ugly. 


Try brighter-than-ever Johnson’s Glo-Coat this 
very day. Discover why more women use Johnson’s 
Self Polishing Glo-Coat than any other floor polish! 


Smile a while with 
Fibber McGee 
and Molly 
Tuesday nights—CBC 


grins wants Beauty of the home-"" 


a 
-- with JOHNSON $ Self Polishing Glo-Coat. 


Paste Wax, Liquid Cleaning and Polishing Wax, 
Cream Wax, Carnu for cars. 


S$. C. Johnson & Son, Lid., Brantford, Canada, 1948 








Handle With Care 


Continued from page 22 


she stood motionless before the full- 
length mirror, reminding the weary 
frightened girl who stared out at her, 
that she had not heard a word from 
Steve since the morning they had quar- 
reled. An appalling suspicion, one that 
she had been pushing to the back of her 
mind, suddenly forward, de- 
manding recognition. 
her temples. Steve had left her! Steve 
had left her! 

She was stricken suddenly with a 
ghastly feeling of all-goneness, and then, 
mercifully, a rising stimulus of anger. 
Her eyes burned in their sockets; her 
small fists clenched and unclenched at 
her sides. Steve was trying to punish her, 
she decided, for having a mind and a will 
of her own. He was trying to frighten 
her into being sorry she’d defied him, 


leaped 
It hammered at 


to threaten her into obeying him like a 
good little wife in the future. 

If that was his game, he was not the 
intelligent, enlight- 
ened man she’d 
thought she’d mar- 
ried. “I thought 
Steve Gregory was 
the kind of man who 
would 
wife’s rights as an 
individual, her prin- 
ciples, and her pro- 
mises,”” she mut- 
tered unhappily 

She’d done noth- 
ing, she assured her- 
self, to warrant such 
drastic action on his 
part. She'd sacri- 
ficed five days out 
of her life to help a 
friend through a 
difficult crisis. In- 
stead of condemn- 
ing her, instead of 
walking out on her, 
he should be proud 
of her. What were 
friends for, she 
asked herself indig- 
nantly, if not to 
stand by each other 
in time of troubles? 
No, she was not 


respect his 
crowd 


our days 
while!) 
and goes, 
we share 
used to keep 
and dream 
your hair, 
So dark 
me turn 


speak, 


and flame 


days 


sorry she’d insisted 
on helping Annette 
get a divorce from 
that horrid creature, Cliff Epperson. 


while!) 


THOSE FIVE days away from Steve 
had been torture. Annectte’s 
mother, a bitter, talkative woman who'd 
lost her own husband years before, had 
kept up a rapid-fire castigation of her 
son-in-law. “I don’t know what she ever 
saw in him. I warned her—but she 
wouldn’t listen to me. I’m only her 
mother...” And Annette, suffering 
from a wretched cold as well as a broken 
heart, had been numb one minute and 
hysterical the next. 

During the trial she’d broken down 
completely, and Lisa had been forced to 
do most of the dirty work. In a clear 
convincing voice she'd told all she knew 
about the Epperson marriage. Fortun- 
ately, neither Cliff nor his lawyer had 
put in an appearance, though Cliff had 
filed a cross complaint boldly denying 
every allegation in his wife’s declaration. 

The moment her ordeal on the witness 


sheer 


stand was over, Lisa had planned to 


16 
Afterward 
By HAROLD APPLEBAUM 
A passing stranger in a noonday 
Amazed me with your smile. (O, all 
Of happiness were such a little 
Here in my heart your music comes 
Your memory kills my sleep. To know 
These separate midnights where we 
Our love, to walk the mental streets 
Your footsteps close to mine, recall 
its darkness made the 
shadows shine — 
Such thoughts assail me, will not let 
From anything of you. 
Not make them understand. When 
fire is through, 
The empty shell remembers light 


And wears a ruined smile. (O, all our 


Of happiness were such a little 


rush to the station, catch the first tra 
home, and make her peace with Ste, 
She had not told Annette of their quar: 
The poor girl had enough on her m 

as It was. 

But when the judge rapped for or 
and announced, in a weary, disillusion: 
sing-song voice, “ Divorce granted—n: 
case!” Annette had burst into fresh s: 
and clung to her, begging her to stay 
just a little longer. She’d stayed beca 
her friend was in such desperate neec 
someone other than her mother to |: 
on, someone who could give her strenyt! 
and courage and certitude, 

Even so, on the third day of Annette’ 
new life, she’d found it just as difficult t: 
tear herself away. And now Lisa felt 
desperate need for the soothing magic of 
Steve’s broad shoulders to lean against, 
his strong arms to hold her close, his 
eloquent lips against hers. She needed 
his approval—his love, 

She undressed and collapsed on the 
bed. She lay there in the semidarkness, 
alone in the house that Steve had de- 
signed and built for her, fighting off her 
sudden panic by tel- 
ling herself fiercely 
that she could take 
it with chin up, no 
tears, and no hys- 
terics. If Steve were 
the kind of man who 
would issue an un- 
reasonable com- 
mand to his wife, 
and then walk out 
on her when she in- 
sisted upon doing 
what she thought 
right, he wasn’t 
worth loving. She 
could get over him 

somehow. She 
could do what Ann- 
ette was having to 
do—make a new life 
for herself. 

“No man,” Lisa 
told herself grimly, 
“‘can order my com- 
ings and goings! No 
longer isit necessary, 
or even customary, 
for a wife to submit 
to her husband's 
will. Modern mar- 
riage is a 50-50 prop- 
osition, and if Steve 
Gregory doubtsthat, 
he is an_ old-fash- 


I cannot 


ioned so-and-so!’’ 


Next morning there was still no sign 
of him, and though Lisa was wild to 
know where he was staying, she was too 
stubborn and proud to call his office and 
enquire. By noontime she had convinced 
herself that it was her turn to show hima 
thing or two. Certainly she was not 
going to sit alone in a suburban cottage 
nursing a shattered heart and jumping 
every time the telephone or doorbell 
rang. Nor did she care to go streaking 
home to mother 

Rather, she was going to start imme-= 
diately building her new life. First, she 
was going to New York and have herself 
a gay whirl for a week or two, then she 
was going to come home and get her old 
job back. Her employer had suggested 
that she continue working after her 
marriage, but she'd given up the idea of 
a business career of her own to devote 
full time to her husband and her home. 
Well, she was through being just a 
housewife; she was through squandering 
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EXPERT home-planners caution 
against taking chances on little- 
known and so-called ‘bargain’ floor 
coverings. They say, “Make your 
first rug or carpet the kind you 


would buy the second time!” 


Keep your home looking lovelier, 
longer ... by planning color schemes 
around the glorious new color-rich 
Harding Carpets. 

Look for the Harding label at your 
favorite furnishings store. There is 
a wealth of tradition and skill behind 
this, one of the great names in the 
Canadian carpet industry. 
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her life trying to please a stubborn, 
opinionated, unenlightened man. 

Lisa laughed hollowly as she packed 
her bags with her smartest clothes. At 
one time she’d thought Stephen Archi- 
bald Gregory was just about everything 
a girl could ask for—a brilliant architect, 
a hero, a charming, intelligent, pertect 
mate. “You never know 
you've lived with him,” she muttered, 
and angrily shook the tears out of het 


a man until 


eyes. 


ALWAYS BEFORE, she’d found New 
York to be a source of delight and inspir- 
ation. Especially in the spring. But on 
this trip the streamlined skyscrapers 
made her think too often of a certain 
young architect, the crowds of alert, 
smartly groomed New Yorkers made 
her feel small-townish and 
shelved, the shows made her heart burn 
and quiver, and the expensive food stuck 
in her throat. And though she tried, 
she could not build up the slightest 


sort ol 


enthusiasm for shopping, or for calling 
anyone she knew. 

On the second morning of her sup- 
posedly gay whirl, Lisa ate a lonely 
breakfast in the hotel coffee shop. She’d 
taken only a few 
reluctant bites of 
scrambled eggs and 
toasted English muf- 
fin, when suddenly 


Retrenchment 


By HUDSON LEWIS 


evading puzzled friends who persisted i 
asking embarrassing questions, ar 
working furiously in her garden. A 
though there were no jobs lying aroun: 
loose, the days weren’t too unendurab|; 
as long as she kept busy. The nigh 
were something else. z 

She spent her evenings curled up 
the swing on the porch, where she cou 
breathe the warm fragrant spring a 
and—count the stars. She was sitt 
there trying to make her mind a bla 
when a cab came swooping down Wood- 
mont Lane and stopped at her walkw 
Her heartbeats quickened, and six 
caught herself whispering wildly :“ Pleas: 
be Steve. Please.” But in t 
next breath she told herself stern 
“Don’t be a softy. If it is Steve, reme: 
Give him the brush.” 


Please. 


ber your pride. 

A tall slim girl got out of the cab and 
ran up the walk. Swallowing her dis- 
appointment, Lisa jumped up with a 
little cry of surprise. 

“Annette!” 

“Hello, Lisa.” With a light laugh 
Annette stepped upon the porch and 
exhibited her overnight bag. “Is there 
a vacant bed in this house?” 

“Of course, darling.” Lisa gave her an 
affectionate kiss, led 
the way into the 
house, and switched 
on a light in the 
guest room. 


she put her fork **Isn’t Steve 
down and sat grip- * home?” 
ping the edge of the “No. He's away 


table, valiantly 
fighting off a feeling 
of stark desolation. 
Abruptly she signed 
the check, tipped 
the waitress and 
hurried to her room. 

She felt better the 
moment she started 


Thou, 


pruned! 
ruined! 


sage, 
throwing her things 
into the bag. She'd 
suffered the 


gauge! 


never 


; ; rswear— 

pangs of homesick- fo a 
ness before, but Henceforth, 
ordinaire, 


she’d recognized 
them instantly. 


: is—Thou! 
There was only one 
. ly f : The luxury of 
sure remedy for that somehow! 


ailment. She was 
going home. 

After another long train ride Lisa once 
again experienced the shattering letdown 
ol returning to a house that was dark 
and empty. But at least she was home 
where she belonged. 

Promptly at ten o’clock the following 
morning she walked into the office of the 
manager of Brooktfield’s one large depart- 
ment store. By ten-fifteen she knew that 
there was noc hance whatsoever of pic k- 
ing up her advertising career where she’d 
dropped it a year before. A_ bright, 
ambitious young man was snugly ens- 
conced behind her desk. 

Lisa made a quick exit. On the way 
home she began to worry about her bills. 
The trip had been a costly mistake. She 
knew she would have to find some kind 
of job soon. If necessary, she would 
scrub floors before she’d ask Steve for 
money, or accept any from him. Her 
parents would help her, of course, but 
they weren’t well off, and they knew 
nothing as yet of her broken marriage. 
Lisa was determined to keep her troubles 
to herself as long as possible. 

She spent the next two days job-hunt- 
ing—avoiding any part of town where 
she would be likely to run into Steve, 
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on business.” She 
spoke brightly, giv- 
ing her stock answer. 
She saw that Ann- 
ette was appallingly 
thin. Her pale 
brown eyes looked 
wide and haggard, 
her taffy-brown hair 
had lost its wonder- 
ful sheen, and she 
was as taut as a 
violin string. 
Annette dropped 
her hat on the bed 
swiftly, 
rn tee silently to the win- 
dow to peer across 
the drive at the cot- 
tage next door, 
where she and Cliff had lived and loved 
and fought their battles. When finally 
she turned around, all the color had left 
her cheeks, her lips were trembling, and 
her lashes were fringed with tears. “It’s 
no good, Lisa,” she confessed humbly. 
“I—I don’t want to be divorced from 
Cliff. I’ve come to—to talk to him. To 
beg him, if necessary, to take me back. 
I want him back on any terms. He can 
name them. I don’t care. That's how 
much I love him.” 


and went 


LISA STOOD rooted to the floor, a prey 
to shocked surprise and deep disap- 
pointment in her friend. Where was het 
pride? Had she forgotten so quickly? 
Wouldn’t she be letting herself in fo: 
more heartache? More jealousy? More 
neglect? If only she would hang on 
few months longer, until a new man cam¢ 
into her life whom she could trust and 
respect as well as love. 

Before she could frame any of this int 
the rousing pep talk Annette so obvious- 
ly needed, the other girl slid by her and 
rushed to the telephone. Lisa heard her 
calling the University Club and askin, 
in a scared, yet determined voice, for 
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+ Cliff Epperson. She closed the door so 
P they would have privacy. 
Five minutes later Annette burst into 
* the room and hugged her fiercely. “He’s 
picking me up in 20 minutes! Oh, Lisa, 
? wish me luck!” 
+ “I wish you luck,” Lisa said numbly, 
swallowing her scorn and all of the words 
of advice that were jamming her throat. 

Long before Cliff sounded the horn, 
Annette was waiting on the porch, in a 
lither of excitement. When she heard 
his car coming down the lane, she ran 
out and jumped in. The door slammed 
and they roared away. 

Lisa wandered restlessly from room 
;to room, straightening a picture here, 
‘ tlufling a pillow there, running her hands 
over the piano keyboard, drinking a 
* glass of milk, and finally, for lack of 
Fsomething better to do, climbing into 
*bed and holding a book in front of her 
Seyes. 

: Hours later, Annette stood in the 
"door, breathless and glowing. “Cliff's 
pwaiting for me in the car,” she an- 
nounced. “I’m going with him, Lisa. 
)We’ve made up. We're eloping.” She 
‘giggled happily. 
**1—I hope you'll never regret it,” Lisa 
‘said uncertainly. And then she added 
# anxiously, “Did you make him promise 
7} to stay on the wagon?” 
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) The giggle died in Annette’s throat, 
and her eyes flickered to Lisa’s face and 


soon 


} then away. “Yes.” And then quickly, 
+ defensively, “But he has to drink some- 
) times on business parties. And some- 
) times he has to take an important cus- 
i tomer’s secretary home. And if she 
» happens to go off on a crying jag, he has 
} to take care of her, doesn’t he? That's all 
q that happened that last night, Lisa. It 
wasn’t what you and I thought...” 

Her voice trailed off, and all Lisa 
Pcould think of to say was, “I’m glad.” 
Annette moved nearer the bed, put 
Hout an unsteady hand. “Lisa, Cliff made 
Mme promise to—to stop being friends 
Pwith you. I...” Her voice broke, but 
Mshe went on gamely, “Please don’t be 
Sangry, or hurt. He insisted. He'll never 
‘forgive you, I’m afraid. And he is right 
“about one thing, I guess. I would never 
ave left him if you hadn’t kept telling 
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Lisa lay rigid, her cheeks burning, her 
Mongue paralyzed. 

© “Don’t ever do that again to any- 
Dody, Lisa,” Annette went on raggedly. 
® You just don’t know how awful it is to 


{ot to know where he is, or what he’s 
Moing, or anything. Divorcing Cliff 
Widn’t solve anything. If—if I were 
Btrong like you, maybe I could have got 
®ver him and built a new life, as you 
‘gaid. But I’m not strong like you. And 
Wnyway, I—I don’t want any life that 
Moesn’t include Cliff. He isn’t perfect, 
But then, who is? Maybe I didn’t try 
ard enough either! You do under- 
ftand?” 
Lisa nodded mutely. 
“Well, then,” Annette said soberly, 
‘king up her hat and bag, “‘I—I guess 
This is good-by, Lisa. We won’t be living 
ext door. We’re selling that house to 
Saunders and buying another- 
fiearer Cliff’s office.” 
*‘Good-by,” Lisa said, and, tight- 
Hpped, watched her friend hurry away— 
fat of her life, 

INCE MORE she heard the car roar 
bf, and hot tears welled up in her throat 
aad eyes. She'd loved Annette like a 
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sister. Losing her friendship on top of 
losing Steve was almost more than she 
could take with chin up... Suddenly her 
tears boiled over, and with them came 
uncontrolled laughter too. Gales of it 
erupted in her throat. One way you 
looked at it, her double loss was scream- 
ingly funny, a delicious boomerang, an 
ironical joke on her. 

Presently she heard Vera Saunders’ 











voice calling through the open window, 
“Lisa, are you ill? What’s the matter?” 
and she clamped her teeth hard to- 
gether. But there was no stopping her- 
self. She tried to assure Vera that she | 
was perfectly fine, thank you, but the 
words ran together in a sort of hysteri- 
cal jibberish. 

A moment later Vera came rushing in, 
took one quick look at her, and slapped 
her smartly on the cheeks. “Stop it, 
Lisa,” she cried sternly. “Stop it!” She 
vanished into the bathroom and re- 
turned with a sedative and a glass of 
water, 

“I don’t want any medicine,” Lisa 
flung at her. “I’ve had my medicine. 
Do you hear? I’ve had my medicine!” 
And she pounded the pillow and doubled 
up again with helpless laughter at the 
ghastly joke she had played on herself. 


“Don’t talk, Lisa. Try to be quiet.” | 


Vera’s husky voice was oddly soothing. 
But only for a moment. Her next words 
were like a sharp cold spray. “I know 
what you’re going through, darling. 
Steve’s left you, hasn’t he?” 

Lisa did not answer. 

“If that’s the kind of guy he is,” Vera 
said indignantly, “why should you 


grieve? To heck with him! There are \ < 


plenty of other attractive men in Brook- 
field. With your looks you can take your 
pick. If Dick Saunders should walk out 
on me like that—without a word—I’d 
divorce him so quick .. .” 

Lisa lay perfectly still, her hysterics 
abruptly over, staring up at Vera with 
startled clairvoyance. She was seeing 
herself standing over Annette, just as 
Vera was standing over her, sounding off 
in that impromptu, indignant, superfi- 
cial way. And she thought, “Dear 
heaven, this is the way I talked to 
Annette! No wonder I have forfeited 
her friendship!” Her heart constricted 
and she pressed her hand against her 
breast. 

‘How easy it is,” she thought, with a 
sort of shocked awareness, “to say what 
you would do if you were in someone 
else’s shoes. How easy it is to be cocky 
and smug and independent when you 
are not in the toils of heartache, when 
your own marriage is not in danger.” 

She observed Vera thoughtfully, but 
she was no longer listening. She was 
muttering, under her breath, ‘You 
can’t know, Vera Saunders, what you 
would do, so kindly have the decency 
to mind your own business. You cannot 
validly say, ‘I’d find someone else. I'd 
build a new life. I’d divorce him. I’d do} 
this. I’d do that.’ You don’t know what | 
you would do under similar circum-| 
stances. You don’t even know the full | 
circumstances!” 

While Vera warmed to her subject, | 
held forth against Steve with mounting | 
indignation, Lisa silently, unsparingly | 
acknowledged her own stupidity. If she 
had kept her opinion of Cliff Epperson 
to herself, if she had refrained from 
“talking proud,” from offering unsolic- 
ited, ill-considered advice, Annette and 
Cliff would have ironed out their diffi-| 
culties without the expense and heart- 




















Everybody knows the ingredients: 
A slice or two of bread toasted 
Generous slices of Ingersoll Cheese 
(we suggest Ingersoll Old Oxford or 
Ingersoll Malted Cheese) 
A sprinkling of paprika. 


Blend 1% cup flour with 14 cup cold chicken 
broth; add to 2 cups broth; cook in top of 
double boiler, stirring occasionally until 
thickened. Add dash of red pepper or 
paprika. 114 cups diced boiled or steamed 
chicken, 1 cup cooked peas. Add 14 package 
Ingersoll Rideau Cheese, diced (notice how 
smoothly it blends in), Remove from heat, 
stir until Rideau is melted. Add 2 hard- 
cooked eggs, sliced, and more salt if needed. 
Turn mixture into 114-quart casserole. 





However you use Ingersoll Cheese, in hurry- 
up sandwich or high-style main dish, you'll 
get the same delicious result — the natural 
flavor of cheddar expertly blended. Be sure 
to get Ingersoll — choose from many dis- 
tinctive types and flavors. 


INGersott Cueese Co. Lrp. 


INGERSOLL” 


a cheese for every taste 


High Style—Poularde au Fromage 









Homespun—Melted Ingersoll Cheese Sandwich 


Put the cheese on the toast, sprinkle with 
paprika, and place under the broiler until 
cheese is melted — and the answer is good 
eating in a sandwich. It’s that flavor of real 
cheese that makes an Ingersoll sandwich 
something extra in enjoyment, 
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Make a soft biscuit dough, substituting 
14 cup yellow corn meal for same amount of 
all-purpose flour in your regular 2 cups 
flour biscuit recipe. Cut out small biscuits 
14 in. thick. Brush tops with 2 teasp. melted 
butter; dip tops lightly into 1 tabsp. corn 
meal. Arrange biscuits on chicken-Rideau 
mixture. Bake in hot oven (425° F.) about 
30 minutes or until 
servings. 


browned. Makes 6 
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EXPERT home-planners caution 
against taking chances on little- 
known and so-called ‘bargain’ floor 
coverings. They say, “Make your 
first rug or carpet the kind you 
would buy the second time!” 


Keep your home looking lovelier, 
longer ... by planning color schemes 
around the glorious new color-rich 
Harding Carpets. 

Look for the Harding label at your 
favorite furnishings store. There is 
a wealth of tradition and skill behind 
this, one of the great names in the 
Canadian carpet industry. 
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her life trying to please a stubborn, 
opinionated, unenlightened man. 

Lisa laughed hollowly as she packed 
her bags with her smartest clothes. At 
one time she’d thought Stephen Archi- 
bald Gregory was just about everything 
a girl could ask for—a brilliant architect, 
a hero, a charming, intelligent, perfect 
mate. “You never know a man until 
you've lived with him,” she muttered, 
and angrily shook the tears out of her 


eyes. 


ALWAYS BEFORE, she’d found New 
York to be a source of delight and inspir- 
ation. Especially in the spring. But on 
this trip the streamlined skyscrapers 
made her think too often of a certain 
young architect, the crowds of alert, 
smartly groomed New Yorkers made 
her feel small-townish and sort of 
shelved, the shows made her heart burn 
and quiver, and the expensive food stuck 
in her throat. And though she tried, 
she could not build up the slightest 
enthusiasm for shopping, or for calling 
anyone she knew. 

On the second morning of her sup- 
posedly gay whirl, Lisa ate a lonely 
breakfast in the hotel coffee shop. She’d 
taken only a few 
reluctant bites of 
scrambled eggs and 
toasted English muf- 
fin, when suddenly 
she put her fork 


down and sat grip- * 


ping the edge of the 
table, valiantly 
fighting off a feeling 
of stark desolation. 
Abruptly she signed 
the check, tipped 
the waitress and 
hurried to her room. 

She felt better the 
moment she started 
throwing her things 
into the bag. She’d 
never suffered the 
pangs of homesick- 
ness before, but 
she’d recognized 
them instantly. 


Thou, 


pruned! 
ruined! 
sage, 
gauge! 
forswear— 


ordinaire, 


te is—Thou! 
There was only one 

ly f : The luxury of 
sure remedy tor that somehow! 


ailment. She was 
going home. 

After another long train ride Lisa once 
again experienced the shattering letdown 
of returning to a house that was dark 
and empty. But at least she was home 
where she belonged. 

Promptly at ten o’clock the following 
morning she walked into the office of the 
manager of Brookfield’s one large depart- 
ment store. By ten-fifteen she knew that 
there was no chance whatsoever of pick- 
ing up her advertising career where she’d 
dropped it a year before. A _ bright, 
ambitious young man was snugly ens- 
conced behind her desk. 

Lisa made a quick exit. On the way 
home she began to worry about her bills. 
The trip had been a costly mistake. She 
knew she would have to find some kind 
of job soon. If necessary, she would 
scrub floors before she’d ask Steve for 
money, or accept any from him. Her 
parents would help her, of course, but 
they weren’t well off, and they knew 
nothing as yet of her broken marriage. 
Lisa was determined to keep her troubles 
to herself as long as possible. 

She spent the next two days job-hunt- 
ing—avoiding any part of town where 
she would be likely to run into Steve, 
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evading puzzled friends who persisted in 
asking embarrassing questions, and 
working furiously in her garden.  Al- 
though there were no jobs lying around 
loose, the days weren’t too unendurable, 
as long as she kept busy. The nights 
were something else. : 

She spent her evenings curled up in 
the swing on the porch, where she could 
breathe the warm fragrant spring air, 
and—count the stars. She was sitting 
there trying to make her mind a blank 
when a cab came swooping down Wood- 
mont Lane and stopped at her walkway. 
Her heartbeats quickened, and she 
caught herself whispering wildly: Please 
be Steve. Please. Please.” But in the 
next breath she told herself sternly: 
“Don’t be a softy. If it is Steve, remem- 
ber your pride. Give him the brush.” 

A tall slim girl got out of the cab and 
ran up the walk. Swallowing her dis- 
appointment, Lisa jumped up with a 
little cry of surprise. 

“Annette!” 

“Hello, Lisa.” With a light laugh 
Annette stepped upon the porch and 
exhibited her overnight bag. “Is there 
a vacant bed in this house?” 

“‘Of course, darling.” Lisa gave her an 
affectionate kiss, led 
the way into the 
house, and switched 
on a light in the 
guest room. 

“*Isn't 
home?” 

“No. He’s away 

on business.” She 
spoke brightly, giv- 
ing her stock answer. 
She saw that Ann- 
ette was appallingly 
thin. Her pale 
brown eyes looked 
wide and haggard, 
her taffy-brown hair 
had lost its wonder- 
ful sheen, and she 
taut as a 
violin string. 

Annette dropped 
her hat on the bed 
swiftly, 
silently to the win- 


Steve 


was as 


and went 
keep— 

dow to peer across 

the drive at the cot- 

tage next door, 
where she and Cliff had lived and loved 
and fought their battles. When finally 
she turned around, all the color had left 
her cheeks, her lips were trembling, and 
her lashes were fringed with tears. “It’s 
no good, Lisa,” she confessed humbly. 
“I—I don’t want to be divorced from 
Cliff. I’ve come to—to talk to him. To 
beg him, if necessary, to take me back. 
I want him back on any terms. He can 
name them. I don’t care. That’s how 
much I love him.” 


LISA STOOD rooted to the floor, a prey 
to shocked surprise and deep disap- 
pointment in her friend. Where was her 
pride? Had she forgotten so quickly? 
Wouldn’t she be letting herself in for 
more heartache? More jealousy? More 
neglect? If only she would hang on a 
few months longer, until a new man came 
into her life whom she could trust and 
respect as well as love. 

Before she could frame any of this into 
the rousing pep talk Annette so obvious- 
ly needed, the other girl slid by her and 
rushed to the telephone. Lisa heard her 
calling the University Club and asking, 
in a scared, yet determined voice, for 





















































Cliff Epperson. She closed the door so 
they would have privacy. 

Five minutes later Annette burst into 
the room and hugged her fiercely. “‘He’s 
picking me up in 20 minutes! Oh, Lisa, 
wish me luck!” 

“IT wish you luck,” Lisa said numbly, 
swallowing her scorn and all of the words 
of advice that were jamming her throat. 

Long before Cliff sounded the horn, 
Annette was waiting on the porch, in a 
dither of excitement. When she heard 
his car coming down the lane, she ran 
out and jumped in. The door slammed 
and they roared away. 
= Lisa wandered restlessly from room 
to room, straightening a picture here, 
flufting a pillow there, running her hands 
over the piano keyboard, drinking a 
glass of milk, and finally, for lack of 
something better to do, climbing into 
bed and holding a book in front of her 
eyes. 

Hours later, Annette stood in the 
door, breathless and glowing. “Cliff's 
waiting for me in the car,” she an- 
nounced. “I’m going with him, Lisa. 
We’ve made up. We’re eloping.” She 
giggled happily. 

**!—I hope you'll never regret it,” Lisa 
said uncertainly. And then she added 
anxiously, “Did you make him promise 
to stay on the wagon?” 

The giggle died in Annette’s throat, 
and her eyes flickered to Lisa’s face and 
then away. “Yes.” And then quickly, 
defensively, “But he has to drink some- 
times on business parties. And some- 
times he has to take an important cus- 
tomer’s secretary home. And if she 
happens to go off on a crying jag, he has 
to take care of her, doesn’t he? That’s all 
that happened that last night, Lisa. It 

wasn’t what you and I thought...” 

Her voice trailed off, and all Lisa 
could think of to say was, “I’m glad.” 

Annette moved nearer the bed, put 
out an unsteady hand. “Lisa, Cliff made 
me promise to—to stop being friends 
with you. I...” Her voice broke, but 
she went on gamely, “Please don’t be 
angry, or hurt. He insisted. He'll never 
forgive you, I’m afraid. And he is right 
about one thing, I guess. I would never 
have left him if you hadn’t kept telling 
me I should.” 

Lisa lay rigid, her cheeks burning, her 
tongue paralyzed. 

“Don’t ever do that again to any- 
body, Lisa,” Annette went on raggedly. 
“You just don’t know how awful it is to 
be separated from the man you love. 
Not to know where he is, or what he’s 
doing, or anything. Divorcing Cliff 
didn’t solve anything. If—if I were 
strong like you, maybe I could have got 
over him and built a new life, as you 
said. But I’m not strong like you. And 
anyway, I—I don’t want any life that 
doesn’t include Cliff. He isn’t perfect, 
but then, who is? Maybe I didn’t try 
hard enough either! You do under- 
stand?” 

Lisa nodded mutely. 

“Well, then,” Annette said soberly, 
picking up her hat and bag, “‘I—I guess 
this is good-by, Lisa. We won’t be living 
next door. We’re selling that house to 
the Saunders and buying another— 
nearer Cliff’s office.” 

““Good-by,” Lisa said, and, tight- 
lipped, watched her friend hurry away— 
out of her life. 
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» ONCE MORE she heard the car roar 
off, and hot tears welled up in her throat 
Sand cyes. She'd loved Annette like a 
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sister. Losing her friendship on top of 
losing Steve was almost more than she 
could take with chin up... Suddenly her 
tears boiled over, and with them came 
uncontrolled laughter too. Gales of it 
erupted in her throat. One way you 
looked at it, her double loss was scream- 
ingly funny, a delicious boomerang, ais! 
ironical joke on her. 

Presently she heard Vera Saunders’ 
voice calling through the open window, 
“Lisa, are you ill? What’s the matter?” 
and she clamped her teeth hard to- 
gether. But there was no stopping her- 
self. She tried to assure Vera that she | 
was perfectly fine, thank you, but the 
words ran together in a sort of hysteri- 
cal jibberish. 

A moment later Vera came rushing in, 
took one quick look at her, and slapped 
her smartly on the cheeks. “Stop it, 
Lisa,” she cried sternly. “Stop it!” She 
vanished into the bathroom and re- 
turned with a sedative and a glass of 
water. 

“I don’t want any medicine,” Lisa 
flung at her. “I’ve had my medicine. 
Do you hear? I’ve had my medicine!” 
And she pounded the pillow and doubled 
up again with helpless laughter at the 
ghastly joke she had played on herself. 

“Don’t talk, Lisa. Try to be quiet.” 
Vera’s husky voice was oddly soothing. 
But only for a moment. Her next words 
were like a sharp cold spray. “I know 
what you’re going through, darling. 
Steve’s left you, hasn’t he?” 

Lisa did not answer. 

“Tf that’s the kind of guy he is,” Vera 
said indignantly, “why should you 
grieve? To heck with him! There are 
plenty of other attractive men in Brook- 
field, With your looks you can take your 
pick. If Dick Saunders should walk out 
on me like that—without a word—I’d| 
divorce him so quick ...” 

Lisa lay perfectly still, her hysterics 
abruptly over, staring up at Vera with 
startled clairvoyance. She was seeing 
herself standing over Annette, just as 
Vera was standing over her, sounding off 
in that impromptu, indignant, superfi- 
cial way. And she thought, “Dear 
heaven, this is the way I talked to 
Annette! No wonder I have forfeited 
her friendship!” Her heart constricted 
and she pressed her hand against her 
breast. 

“How easy it is,” she thought, with a 
sort of shocked awareness, “to say what 
you would do if you were in someone 
else’s shoes. How easy it is to be cocky 
and smug and independent when you 
are not in the toils of heartache, when 
your own marriage is not in danger.” 

She observed Vera thoughtfully, but 
she was no longer listening. She was 
muttering, under her breath, ‘You 
can’t know, Vera Saunders, what you 
would do, so kindly have the decency 
to mind your own business. You cannot 
validly say, ‘I’d find someone else. I’d 
build a new life. I’d divorce him. I’d do} 
this. I’d do that.’ You don’t know what | 
you would do under similar circum- 
stances. You don’t even know the full | 
circumstances!” 

While Vera warmed to her subject, | 
held forth against Steve with mounting | 
indignation, Lisa silently, unsparingly | 
acknowledged her own stupidity. If she 
had kept her opinion of Cliff Epperson 
to herself, if she had refrained from 

“talking proud,” from offering unsolic- 
ited, ill-considered advice, Annette and 
Cliff would have ironed out their diffi-| 
culties without the expense and heart- 














INGERSOLL” 


a cheese for every taste 


Everybody knows the ingredients: 
A slice or two of bread toasted 
Generous slices of Ingersoll Cheese 
(we suggest Ingersoll Old Oxford or 
Ingersoll Malted Cheese) 
A sprinkling of paprika. 


High Style—Poularde au Fromage 


Blend 1% cup flour with 14 cup cold chicken 
broth; add to 2 cups broth; cook in top of 
double boiler, stirring occasionally until 
thickened. Add dash of red pepper or 
paprika. 114 cups diced boiled or steamed 
chicken, 1 cup cooked peas. Add 4 package 
Ingersoll Rideau Cheese, diced (notice how 
smoothly it blends in). Remove from heat, 
stir until Rideau is melted. Add 2 hard- 
cooked eggs, sliced, and more salt if needed. 
Turn mixture into 114-quart casserole. 















However you use Ingersoll Cheese, in hurry- 
up sandwich or high-style main dish, you'll 
get the same delicious result — the natural 
flavor of cheddar expertly blended. Be sure 
to get Ingersoll — choose from many dis- 
tinctive types and flavors. 


InGeRsoLtt Cueese Co. Lrp. 


























Homespun—Melted Ingersoll Cheese Sandwich 


Put the cheese on the toast, sprinkle with 
paprika, and place under the broiler until 
cheese is melted — and the answer is good 
eating in a sandwich. It’s that flavor of real 
cheese that makes an Ingersoll sandwich 
something extra in enjoyment. 












Make a soft biscuit dough, substituting 
1% cup yellow corn meal for same amount of 
all-purpose flour in your regular 2 cups 
flour biscuit recipe. Cut out small biscuits 
¥ in. thick. Brush tops with 2 teasp. melted 
butter; dip tops lightly into 1 tabsp. corn 
meal. Arrange biscuits on chicken-Rideau 
mixture. Bake in hot oven (425° F.) about 
30 minutes or until browned. Makes 6 
servings. 
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EARTHEN 
DINNERWARE 


THREE BEAUTIFUL 
new patterns... 
cugmenting the 
wide range of 
populor-priced 
Sovereign Earthen 
Dinnerware. 


In production . . . 
ovailaoble now in 
limited quantities — 
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Affiliated with Johnson Bros. (Hanley) England. 
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break of a separation and divorce. And 
Steve would not have left her in angry 
protest against her dangerous meddling 
in a marriage, and her cocky defiance 
of him. 

“Oh, Steve,” she thought humbly. 
“Why didn’t you bash me over the 
head?” 

Vera paused suddenly to catch her 
breath, and Lisa said quickly, “Thank 
you for coming over, Vera. But now, 
please go. I—I'm all right.” 

“But I can’t leave you alone, Lisa. 
You're not yourself tonight. That crazy 
Steve...” 

Lisa flashed her such a stern look that 
Vera stopped abruptly in mid-sentence 
and said only, “Call me if you need me,” 
and backed out of the room. 

The moment the door closed after her, 
Lisa thoughtful, steadying 
breath, sprang out of bed, and went to 
the telephone. With eager, trembling 
fingers, she dialed Steve’s office number. 
There was no answer. She swallowed her 


drew a 


pride and called his secretary. She was 
not at home. In desperation she called 
He was out of town. Finally 
There 


his boss. 
she tried the University Club. 
was a long wait, and another negative 
answer. 

With a deep sigh she dropped the 
telephone into its cradle and went slowly 
back to bed. She did not see how she 
could bear to wait until morning to find 
Steve. She was aching to tell him that he 
was right, that she was wrong, that she 
was sorry, that she was only half alive 
without him, that she would handle all 
marriages with the 
including her own, that she needed him, 
wanted him, loved him, that she would 
do anything, anything to get him 
back. 

A long while later she fell into a heavy 
sleep. And then suddenly she awoke 
with a start, and sat bolt upright, as if 


care in future, 


Fighting Lady 


Continued from 


page 36 


appeared at the session with her petition 
till the felt they 
were being Finally, after 
15 years the Liberals went out of power. 
With an away it 
seemed safe enough to admit women to 
their convention, them the 
vote if they were re-elected. 


members must have 


haunted, 
election five years 
promisc 
The war 
precipitated an election, the Liberals 
were returned, and Mr. Godbout kept 
his promise. 

Even her enemies admit that was a 
personal triumph for Therese Casgrain. 
To her goes the credit for bringing the 
vote to the women of Quebec. That puts 
her in the front rank of Suffragist leaders 
but there is nothing of the flat-heeled 
feminist about Therese Casgrain. Even 
in a tailored suit, even on the election 
platform, there is about her the air of a 
drawing-room objet d’art. She looks like 
a beautiful woman in an etching—her 
hair is grey, her eyes blue-grey and she 
dresses most tre quently in grey, even to 
the dull silver of her earrings and her 
armful of bracelets. She has the good 
looks that last because she’s finely boned 
with a and a 
pointed face with high-arched brows, 


small compact figure, 


narrow well-modeled nose. These are 
features that photograph well, but no 
photograph has ever been able to capture 


! 
the crooked smile that can express warm 








pulled by invisible hands. Her ey 
widened and her lips fell apart. Ste, 
suitcase lay open on the floor, his sh 
and tie were hanging on the back of 
chair, and he was stretched out in t 
other twin bed fast asleep! 


SHE THOUGHT she was dreaming | 
til he stirred, opened his eyes, sat up 
quickly, and smiled at her. “Hel 
darling,” he said in the old tender wa 

“Steve!” She reached across to touch 
him. He was real. With a glad cry s!\ 
was out of her bed and into his arms. 

Steve’s lips were hungry, and ali 
and very sweet. At length he held | 
off and looked at her with his heart in 
his eyes. “Did you miss me?” 

Her throat was almost bursting. A 
nod was all she could manage. 

“It was a rugged trip, Lisa.” HH: 
smoothed her tumbled hair and brushed 
his fingers lightly along her cheeks. “| 

-I hated to go so far away when we'd 
quarreled. But the boss suddenly de- 
cided he had to have my opinion on that 
Western deal. I suppose you got my 
wire? I sent it from the airport in care 
of Annette’s mother.” 

Lisa stared at him gravely, tears al- 
most blinding her. A vast relief had 
crowded all pain from her heart; an 
electrifying thought had emerged with 
sharp clarity from all the rest that wer« 
churning through her. Steve hadn’t left 
her. He hadn’t stopped loving her, He 
hadn’t been trying to punish her, or 
teach her a lesson, or make her sorry. It 
was all in her own guilt-tinged mind! 

In that instant she acknowledged him 
as her lord and master, but at the sam« 
time she felt herself growing in stature, 
there in his arms. She was profoundly 
glad his telegram had gone astray, for 
how else could she have learned so many 
things she needed to know about herself, 


and about marriage, in so short a time? 


friendliness 
terness the next. 


one moment, great bit- 
Nor can it ever catch 
the intellige nt Gallic charm that can 
twist a commonplace remark into a 
subtle compliment, make everyone she’s 
with feel more amusing and clever than 
they probably are. Missing too from a 
photograph is the restless vitality that 
drives Therese Casgrain on, even when 
she’s not certain where she’s 
going. 

Today that vitality is beginning to 
frighten her a little. She’s 50 and admits 
it, gives herself 10 or 12 years more in 
the field of public affairs, hopes she’s 
able.to stick by her resolution to 
retire from the scene and “not appear 
pathetic.” This saddens her. “How 
short life is and with such big jobs 
to be done.” 

One of the big jobs she’s working on 
now is the granting of civil rights for 
married women in Quebec where a wife 
has no say in anything from the use of 
her own earnings to the control of her 
own children. Therese Casgrain admits 
they haven’t got very far—the govern- 
ment appointed a one-man commission 
in November, 1946, with instructions to 
report within four months, but so far no 
report has been made. 

Her other project is one that is even 
less likely to show quick results—that of 
interesting women to take a larger putt 
in public affairs. “The vote is only the 
beginning,” 


very 


Therese Casgriin. 
‘It is only a ways and means as far as 


says 
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Appetites that have hankered for many mis- 
sing Heinz varieties can be happyagain. Mouths 
will start watering with welcome when those 
once familiar jars and tins begin bulging your 
shopping bag. 

Cooked Spaghetti and Macaroni, Baked 
Beans of three kinds, numerous long-absent 
Pickles, Relishes, Spreads and Dressings, Pea- 
nut Butter—these are the old-timers among 
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The famous @ family 's complete again/ 


the newcomers. Add to these Heinz Soups, 
Baby Foods, Tomato Products, Sauces and 
Mustard, and you could feed the whole family 
from Junior to Grandpa simply by reaching 
into your Heinz-stocked shelves. 

Be patient with your grocer if he is some- 
times short. There is going to be grab-bag 
demand for a while until all the faithful Heinz 
fans get their fill. 


HEINZ G\aicies 
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“CANADA DR 
Sine Apfeeshiniee zy lee 


To match the mood of summer fun, the perfect 

drink is Canada Dry. It's zestful playtime refresh- 
ment, whatever your age. And 
everywhere you go, there’s 
cooling Canada Dry to delight 
you. You'll find it, ice-cold, at 
your nearest soft-drink cooler 
++. enjoy one now! 


At work 
or play... 

at home 
or away 


women are concerned to better social 
legislation and education—just to repeat 


| ” 
the men’s vote is no good. 


THERESE CASGRAIN can get really 
worked up about the lack of spirit, not 
so much of her own sex in general, as of 
those women like herself who have the 
leisure to devote to public affairs. With 
clenched fist and a blue light in her grey 
eyes, she declaims against them and the 
“rose water resolutions” they pass at 
their meetings. “They're urging,” she 
mimics the gentle politeness which she 
deplores, “but I’m demanding. We’re so 
nice, it’s time we were something else. 
I] don’t sign ‘very respectfully,’ I sign, 
‘Yours truly, pointe.’ ” 

“Yours truly, period” is an attitude to 
life that Therese Casgrain was probably 
born with. Compared to her, even the 
Empire fairly 
“T am 400 years a Cana- 
have 10 
generations of ancestors sleeping here. 
For me 
country.” 


Loyalists are recent 
immigrants 
dian,” she says proudly. “I 
other mother 


To that proud ancestry was 


there is no 


added some affluence, a-father who both 
had a title Member of 
Parliament undefeated from the years 
1905 to 1917. As a child Therese had 
what were regarded as the suitable ad- 


and was a 


vantages for a well-brought-up French- 
From the time she was 
eight till she was 17 she boarded at a 
convent. 
English. 


Canadian girl. 
Governesses taught her 
She have had the 
customary trip abroad to finish her off, 
but the war of 1914 made a break in the 
pattern and after scarcely more than a 
year at home Therese at 19 married 
Pierre Casgrain, a young lawyer with 


was to 


political interests and a handsomeness 
equal to the collar ads of that period. 

All her life, from the time she was 
seven until a few years ago, Therese 
Casgrain had the distinction of being 
known as either the daughter or the 
wife of a Member of Parliament. Sh« 
had the advantage of knowing everyone 
who counted in political circles. Without 
having to study it, she got to know 
Quebec politics as she herself says, ‘As 
well as the fingers of my own hand.” 


By both 


stances 


inheritance and = circum- 


Therese Casgrain has always 
been a woman of importance, taking for 
granted a greater amount of privilege 
and deference than most women expect 
In one sense this has 
been an advantage to her and those who 
supported her. 


or receive today. 


It was she who found 
out that the Family Allowance cheques 
were to be made payable to fathers in 
Quebec, instead of to mothers as they 
were in other provinces. And although 
she never allowed her name to appear in 
with it, it 
started the bombardment of women by 
radio, by letter, that 
showed Ottawa the wisdom of rewriting 
the cheques 


connection was she who 


telegram, by 


she feels she has proof of 
this in the fact that Quebec cheques were 
dated three weeks later than those to the 
other provinces. 

This same inner-circle position has 
resulted in an Therese 
Casgrain that co-workers occasionally 
find a little hard to take. 


times ck scribed as a woman who under- 


arrogance in 


She is some- 


You can build success from 


stands neither compromise nor co. 
operation, who has on more than one 
occasion scuttled the cause she was 
working for by demanding and |: sing 
a whole slate of reforms instead of | ing 
willing to win them piece by piece. On 
one point Therese Casgrain is admit: dly 
and proudly unco-operative and un- 
compromising—she will not fit into the 
handout system whereby a vice-presi- 
dency or a vice-chairmanship is created 
to placate the French-Canadians. In 
1942 she was appointed adviser to 
WPTB, organized committees for wo- 
men’s co-operation all the way from 
North Bay to Halifax., Le., in seven o 
the 13 districts into which Canada was 
divided for that purpose. When the 
Consumer branch was established she 
was offered “the French vice-chairman- 
ship.” She was offered a similar position 
in the Women’s Liberal Association 
under Senator Cairine Wilson and she 
refused them both. Why, she demands 
to know with an ever-burning fury, 
should she be denied a job she is 
capable of doing simply because she is 
French? 

With Therese Casgrain the answer is 
not the language barrier. She speaks 
English as well as she does French, has a 
meaning and 
dramatic effect that few native English- 
Canadians ever acquire. Nor has it been 
until recently that she was not accepted 


feeling for shades of 


by some English-speaking Canadians. 
In her home city of Montreal it is said 
that the women who backed her in her 
campaign for votes, her drives for re- 
form, were not the French but the 
English. This led to dark days for 
Therese Casgrain during the war. 
Women who had been her most ardent 
supporters say they can never forgive 
the way she talked during the most 
critical days against giving help to 
Britain. They begged her not to run for 
election on what necessity 
an anticonscription platform, but she 


was of 


ignored them, lost the election and their 
support as well. During those years, 
they say, she was put out of clubs, 
suffered every humiliation, but they 
admit “she kept on going with her head 
high and didn’t take anything from 
anyone.” 

Today these same women don’t know 
quite what to think of Therese Casgrain. 
They haven’t forgotten, but they are 
rallying round her again, joining her 
League for Women Voters which she 
hopes will be eventually a national 
organization, not political but fact find- 
ing, to keep women informed on current 
issues. They’re not certain that they 
trust her, but they regard her as ; 
natural leader. “She has the qualifica- 
tions,” they say. “Marvelous energy, 
wonderful health, a little money, and she 
knows everyone.” 

For these reasons the public-minded 
women of Montreal follow Theres: 
Casgrain, but at a little distance. They 
admire her as fighter, like her becaus: 
“‘she sees that other women get some of 
the glory.” But it bothers them that 
they can’t tell what motivates her, 
can’t figure out what she’s aiming at. 
Some think she is driven almost 100°; 
by hatred of Prime Minister King who 


FAILURE 


By Canada’s well-known psychologist, Dr. K. S. Bernhardt., Ph.D. 


Down-to-earth help on an age-old human problem for every woman who has ever faced 
deteat in her child’s work at school. . . in her husband's inability to cope with his work 
in her own personal adjustment to life. 


Don't miss this enlightening article, Failure” . . 


IN THE COOLER 


. in June Chatelaine. 
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ASPHALT SHINGLES 
add “Beauta-Hus to Canadian homes 


_— ATTRACT all eyes with their rich, glowing beauty—beauty which keeps 
its fresh colourful look through the years. 










Beneath a “B.P. Roof” dwells such a warm feeling of security; no worries 
about flying sparks, no worries about the weather. B.P. Shingles are built to 
give you protection from zero days and frosty nights, from driving rains and 
the hot summer sun. 


Whether you are re-roofing your present home or planning a new one, you 


Lively reds and blues, warm will enjoy extra security—beauty—with enduring, fire-resisting B.P. Asphalt 
russet browns, heathery greens— 


B.P.’s wide variety of distinguished Shingles overhead. Your B.P. Dealer now has ample stocks and a full colour 
solid colours and blendes enables you range. Ask him about them—or write us direct (P.O. Box 6063, Montreal; 
to strike just the right colour “a — 
note for your home. P.O. Box 2876, Winnipeg). 


B.P. Asphalt Shingles are made by the makers of famous 
B.P. Insul-Board, Insul-Bric Siding, Asphalt Floor Tile, 
and other building products for a growing Canada. 


BUILDING PRODUCTS LIMITED 
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removed her husband from the political 
picture in 1941 by appointing him a 
judge of the Superior Court. At that 
time Pierre Casgrain was Secretary of 
State, one step away from the position 
now held by Mr. St. Laurent. The 
appointment was the lowest that could 
have been given Pierre Casgrain, was 
regarded as an insult. Whatever the 
significance may be, when his wife ran 
for election the following year, she ran 
as an independent liberal, claims she was 
scuttled not by the opposition, but by 
the Liberal party which sent out its big 
guns to discredit her. On this occasion 
she says she suffered every insult. ““They 
even brought in pictures of women 
almost nude, asked the voters if this 
was the sort of thing they wanted 
representing them in parliament. They 
tried to make out that a woman who ran 
for election was the equivalent of a 
street walker. You have to be tough to 
be in politics.” 


THERESE CASGRAIN has just that 
kind of toughness, both in body and 
in spirit. When she ran for election in a 
constituency that extended up the coast 
almost to Labrador she visited the 
farthest reaches of it, going by blacked- 
out boat in sub-suspected waters as 
far up as Beau Sablant. Whatever she 
does has to be on the surplus energy 
that’s left after she’s performed her 
duties as a wife and mother. When her 
children were smal! she had plenty of 
help, but she tried to make a point of 
seeing them off to school in the morning, 
being there to welcome them when they 
came home. Today the. help is more 
uncertain. When she goes away she is 
sometimes up till two in the morning, 
cooking a roast to leave for her husband 
and her sons. She is always up at 
7.30 or eight in the morning, breakfasts 
with her family, after which she reads 
the paper and her correspondence, goes 
upstairs ““to make the menage,” attend 

All the time the 
Her grandson has 


to the day’s menus. 
phone is ringing. 
fallen and cut his head and her daughter 
wants to know what to do. A stranger 
calls, his son is desperately dl in 
Washington, can she arrange for a plane 
to bring him home? A woman, also 
unknown, pleads for God’s sake will she 
do something about the cost of living. 
All this goes on in the Elm Street 
house where the Casgrains have lived 
since 1922. Therese Casgrain has no 
officc, no secretary. She receives her 
callers in the old-fashioned drawing- 
room with its curved-legged mahogany 
and royal red draperies. Does her cor- 
respondence and keeps her files in the 
well-used upstairs sitting room cluttered 
with family photographs. If she has to 
do the cooking she can—*‘] like to cook, 
but I hate washing up.”” Even when she 
has help she does the extras such as 
jellies and pickles, goes to market and 
picks over the produce with a practiced 
eye. The things she’s given up are the 
social ones and though the Casgrains 
are at home to friends most evenings, the 
afternoons are for work. “I never play 
cards during the day,” says Therese 
Casgrain, “though I like bridge as a 
relaxation.” Before the war she played 
golf, but she doesn’t intend going back 
to it—‘I like to live ona good score.” 
tight now with her battle for civil 
rights being beyond help from her, 
Therese Casgrain’s time and thoughts 
are devoted to the League of Women 
Voters, the educational program that 


she hopes will make it grow. In the cy 
of Montreal she has planned a series )f 
lectures on economics and curr 
affairs by professors from the Univers 

of Montreal and from McGill. She ho 

to reach a larger audience by radio 
which she has great faith as a way 
reaching the women “who are so tied 

in their homes.” She feels it will 
difficult to get women to take an 
objective point of view. “I have seen 
them through two wars and a depression, 
their attitude is always the same 
limited one— If my son has no job why 
should that woman have a job?’ ” She 
hopes to interest them by beginning a 
radio series with the lighter subjects, yo 
on to “what hits them in the face,” that 
is, something they can have for their 
children, work up to the broader issues 
to a“ Town Hall Meeting of the Air sort 
of thing.” 

But, in all her talk about educating 
women to take a larger part in public 
affairs, Therese Casgrain doesn’t includ 
the broadening of formal education for 
women. She herself had the old- 
fashioned convent training, was con- 
tent to let it end there. A quarter of a 
century later she believed the same thing 
adequate for her daughters. This may 
be because Therese Casgrain herself has 
not felt any lack. She is sometimes 
criticized for her scant appreciation of 
more seriously for her 
knowledge of history and 
economics, which people naturally feel 
should be broader for a woman in public 
life. Actually, Therese Casgrain has 
known what she needed to know—has a 
detailed, practical and understanding 
grasp of all that is felt and happening 
in Quebec. When a special subject has 


music and art 
limited 


interested her, she has found no trouble 
familiarizing herself with it—she taught 
herself Italian which she speaks fluently. 

She has her own ideas regarding 
Canada and its needs—describes her- 
self as a Federalist. “*I1 don’t approve of 
89) M.P.’s for 12 million people,” she 
says. “Imagine if there were 48 presi- 
dents in the United States. The prov- 
inces are entitled to education and 
natural resources, but there should be a 
uniform labor code just as there is a 
uniform banking code.” 

At present she feels Canada is in a 
very critical stage. “I feel if we don’t do 
something very bold we will have com- 
munism.” In Quebec particularly she 
considers Social Credit very dangerous 
“Quebec is desperate for something 
new.”” Democracy, she fears, is slipping 
away because people don’t use their 
vote. 

She hopes to do something about that 
with her League of Women Voters. The 


“rumef round Montreal is that she plans 


to take more definite steps—that she has 
aligned herself with the CCF, Some 
say this is most unlikely, that it would 
be her finish and she’s shrewd enough to 
see that. Whatever her political plans, 
Therese Casgrain is making no public 
statement. She’s busy now with a 
course of lectures, with a campaign for 
margarine, with what she describes 
broadly as “research in labor fields.” 
She has two vague dreams—one that 
she’d like to write, and she does write 
occasional newspaper articles now—the 
other that she’d like to take a degree in 
law. But a passion for politics is not 
easy to lay aside after more than 25 
years and it is probable when the next 
election is called, one of the candidate: 
will be Therese Casgrain. # 
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Preparation for Love 


Continued from page 25 


They had terrible arguments about it. 
But no matter how they disagreed 
among themselves, they presented a 
solid front against the world of grown- 
ups. That was the Code. The Code 
meant freedom, and through freedom 
you’d learn. About everything. About 
lov ec. 

“Hi!” shouted Debby, coming down 
the dune. 

“Hi!” shouted the crowd, 

Only six of them were there. Joanie 
hadn’t come; neither had Pete Flint. “I 
betcha I know why Joanie isn’t here!” 
They laughed about last night’s demoli- 
tion. Debby squatted between Mona 
and Tad. Tad put his head on her lap; 
Mona leaned against his back. Their 
sunbronzed legs stuck out like the spokes 
of a wheel. Butch and Slim began 
covering them with sand. 

“‘Do you s’pose they’re making Joanie 
clear up the mess?” 

“That mess? Don’t be silly.” 

“So Joanie’s in tke doghouse. 
what’s keeping Pete?” 

“Maybe he’s got a new girl,” sug- 
gested Debby. “‘ Maybe he’s in love.” 

“ *Tain’t love,” said Tad. “‘He’s just 
got company.” 

“How do you 


But 


know?” 
“Stopped off and 
saw same. His 


cousin Hank.” 

“Hank Flint!” 
cried Debby. “Why 
—Hank Flint’s at 
college! He’s on the 
track team... 

* Yes, that’s the 
character.” 

“But how per- 
fectly excruciating! 


gaze 


Why’n’t he bring crowd,” said the 
the guy round?” From train, bike, block and picture literal Pete. 

“Dunno. Maybe book, “I’m a_ senior,” 
a college man An array only too revealing — said Debby, and 
wouldn't like the You can always lift your eyes and Hank grinned at her. 
crowd. look Why Debby? 

‘“ aah? 5 “vv 

“Oh, yeah? ¥ At our neat, uncluttered ceiling! he asked. ‘Your 

Oh, yeah, period, name couldn’t be 

my wench.” Deborah?” 


“Pete might give 
us a try at the guy,” said Mona. 

“Look!” A thrilling thought had 
come to Debby. She sat up so suddenly 
that Tad rolled to the sand where he lay 
very comfortably. “If they don’t come 
here, I’m going up there.” 

“What for?” 

“For fun. To have a look.” She 
scrambled to her feet, brushing sand 
from her legs. “Who wants to come?” 

“You go, Debby.” 

“Do a scout act, and if he’s any good, 
bring him on.” 

“1 dare you!” 

“Dare me? Brother, what I need 
ain’t encouragement; it’s holding back!” 
With a high sense of adventure she 
turned and sped across the sand, 

“Atta girl! We'll clock you. If you 
don’t bag him in half an hour, your 
oomph’s out of commish . . .” 


AS SHE reached the Flint house, just 
around the bend of the road, she saw 
Mrs. Flint weeding the front garden. 
“Hello,” Debby called brightly, “Pete 
home?” 

Mrs. Flint turned, sat back on her 
heels before a petunia bed, and bent 


Rainy Day Request 


* 


” If you must drop in, on rainy days 
On me and my volatile brood, 
And you'd rather like to avert your 


From crayons, crumbs of food. 
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upon Debby the look Mother had when 
something struggled in her mind. Girl 
coming after boy maybe. Debby giggled. 

“Why, yes,” said Mrs. Flint. ‘‘He’s 
in the house. I’ll call him for you. . .” 

“Don’t bother,” said Debby sweetly. 
“T’ll find him.” She ran up the steps. 
“Pete. Hi, Pete!” 

“Who’s that?” Pete’s voice came 
from the sunroom across the hall. 

“Me. Debby.” She followed the voice. 

“What you want?” 

“You, my hero. No come on beach, 
crowd get lonesome. Oh, you have 
company.” She stopped with a little 
gesture of being surprised; looked de- 
murely toward the young man on the 
divan. Good-looking. Not old—maybe | 
20. Nice hair. Nice shoulders. Snappy 
clothes. 

“My cousin Hank. Debby Waring. 
I’m not going on the beach this morn- 
ing.” Pete dismissed the situation. 

“But Pete—we’re counting on you...” 

““What for?” Pete, who was literal 
minded, looked at her in astonishment. 
“Nothing special going on.” 

Without answering him, she turned 
to the divan. “‘Hank Flint? If you’re the 
Hank Flint, I’m too overwhelmed to 
utter.” 

“Don’t let me get you down,” laughed 
Hank. 

“But I mean it.” She opened her 
eyes very wide. 
‘I’ve been hearing 
about you for ages. 
I never thought I’d 
meet you.” 

“And how does it 


| 
} 








feel?” 

“Swell!” 

“That goes for me, 
too. Say, Pete, 
you've been holding 
out.” 


“She’s just one of 
my high - school 


“Tt could but hap- 
pens it isn’t. Happens it’s even worse.” 

“Is there anything worse?” 

“My name is Rebecca,” she said in a 
mock-tragedy tone, “‘and I called myself 
Debby when I couldn’t say R.” 

“Well, well. Debecca. You must’ve 
been a right promising child.” 

“She still is,” observed Pete. “Very 
promising; very child.” 

“Then maybe it’s time I got here.” 

“And so you did! Hank Flint bere,” 
murmured Debby, making a neat detour 
back to the business at hand. “Wait 
till the crowd hears . . .” 

““Tad knows,” put in Pete. “‘Didn’t he 
tell you?” 

““, «+ they'll be too thrilled!” Debby 
went on, not heeding the interruption. 
“Oh, do come on down and meet the 
crowd! Even if they are just high- 
school kids, they’Il be simply wild...” 

“You bet. Be glad to.” And Hank 
looked toward his cousin. 

“Swell. Then what are we waiting 
for?” Glowing, Debby took a little skip 
toward the door. The crowd had said 
half an hour; she’d have him there 
inside 20 minutes. 

# Continued on page 50 
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They Know Howto Entertain 
So they are careful about coffee 


Take Joan, for instance. She’s charm- 
ing and sophisticated . . . the 
acknowledged leader of her 
“set” and a simply wonderful 
hostess. You always insist on 
Maxwell House, Joan . . 
why is that? 
























Yes, indeed. Maxwell 
House is so delicious 
because it contains 

carefully selected Latin- 

American coffees 
famous for their extra 
flavor. 


= Se 
= 


No wonder. Experts 
combine these richer 
coffees into one 
glorious Maxwell 
House blend with skill 
and care that are 

traditional. 





Coffee lovers find Maxwell 
House completely satisfying 
because Radiant Roasting 

develops fully all the 
goodness in the 


Maxwell House blend. 


Packed 3, ways: 


nes A 


Drip and 
Regular Grinds 





More people buy and 


enjoy Maxwell House than 
any other brand of coffee 
in the world at any price. 





GLASSINE- iS 
LINED BAG WwW 


MAXWELL HOUSE ““ “® 
COFFEE 


‘Sood te the Last Drop!” 


A Product of General Foods 


Suslant 


MAXWELL HOUSE 


Made instantly 
in the cup 
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ES—there are all of those marvel- 
ous Jell-O Puddings now that your 
heart desires! Satin-smooth, delicate 
Vanilla... Butterscotch and Caramel 
with their buttery-brown, old- 
fashioned goodness... gloriously rich- 
flavored Chocolate — you'll have your 
favorite of course, but you'll love 
them all. Enjoy Jell-O Puddings for 
every day, enjoy them for special 
occasions. Serve them plain, or 
attractively varied as suggested here 
or on the packages. 





= 
A Product of 
General Foods 


“SUMPTUOUS” is what 
you'll say about New 
Orleans Tarts. Dip pecans 
in melted butter . . . roll 
in brown sugar and cinna- 
mon... add to cooled 
Jell-O Butterscotch or 
Caramel Pudding. Turn 
into tart shells, garnish 
with cherries. 












eg 


CHOCOLATE CHARLOTTE 
— could it be so easy? 
Prepare Chocolate Jell-O 
Pudding as directed on 
package. When cool but 
not chilled, fold in 4 cup 
cream (whipped). Turn 
into glasses lined with 
plain cake. M-m-m!—that 
matchless chocolate flavor! 


COLORFUL, CREAMY GOODNESS! 
Remove sections from one 
orange. Add juice and % 
tsp. grated orange rind to 
partially-cooled Jell-O Vanilla 
Pudding. Turn into dessert 
bowl — arrange orange sec- 
tions on top. A wonderful 
dessert for young and old. 


‘ “i 


Jell-O is a trade-mark owned by 
General Foods, Limited 
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The world has that New Look— 
fresh, ¢risp and radiant. Green is the 
important color and elegance the current 
Maytime theme. 


Old saying runs something like this: 
the merry heart goes all the way, the 
sad tires in a mile-a. So I hope you're 
all as merry as this merry month of 
May. Bet you are. 


Pineapple, sweetened, blessed with a 
little creme de menthe and chilled is 
really sumpthin. Meaning scrumptious. 


Anyone who borrows trouble from 
me needn’t bother to return it. You're 
welcome, lady. 


Grand, these slick modern kitchens 
with lots of places to “set things down.” 
I like ’em. I’d like ’em better if they 
had a place for me to set. 


Mend your plastic apron when it 
needs a stitch in time with a strip of 
transparent sticky tape. Great little 
fixer, sticky tape. 


Shining hours: Improve ’em with 
high-class polishes and the proper tools 
for the job in hand. Elbow grease some- 
times helps too. 


Mary, Mary—contrary or otherwise 
how is your garden growing? 


On baked potatoes try lemon- 
parsley butter balls. Work a little juice 
and chopped sprigs into your butter, 
form into balls or blobs and set a-top 
the hot split potatoes. Or bathe boiled 
new potatoes in the same mixture. 


Lunch a la cart: Load your tea- 
wagon, wheel it out to the garden and 
sit ye down in the sun. Then summer 
will really have started. 


It’s a long time since I danced 
around a Maypole. And a long time 
since I wanted to be called early, Mother 
dear. 


Succotash may be corny but it’s 
good. But good, W hyn’t you have 


some? 


Dump dumplings into hot stewed 
rhubarb; steam 20 minutes—without 
peeking. Serve with the juice for sauce. 
A quick ’n’ easy. 


High-hat chicken salad: Mix 2 
cupfuls of neatly diced chicken with an 
equal quantity of diced celery. Add 
1 or 2 cupfuls of orange segments cut 
into bite-sized slices. Some seeded 
erapes too, and a few shaved toasted 
almonds. Marinate in French dressing; 
serve on crackle-crisp greens. Enough 
for 6 or 8 according to occasion and 
appetite. 


Give the heir the air but don’t forget 
that May isn’t midsummer. Breezes 


blow hot, blow cold maybe. 


If anything is better than poached 
eggs it’s poached eggs with a snappy 
cheese sauce. Pimento garnish. 


Sprinkle crushed peppermint stick 
_ candy or cream mints over grapefruit 
halves. Serve chilled or broiled. First or 
last courser. 








The flowers that bloom in the spring 
tra-la have a lot to do with the case of 
good eating. Just looking at that peach 
tree in blossom makes me think of the 
pink-cheeked fruit to follow. I’m 
dreaming of peaches and cream in a 
big glass bowl, of fresh peach shortcake, 
of golden halves done down in syrup. 
But I can wait—with berries and 
cherries and watermelon and rhubarb 
and green apple sauce to tide me over. 


Roll a scoop of firm ice cream in 
fresh chocolate cake crumbs. Serve with 
peppermint-flavored marshmallow or 


chocolate sauce. 


So you don’t like hash? Maybe you 
would if you added an egg, baked it in 
individual! custard cups, turned out on a 
platter and surrounded with tomato or 
mushroom soup sauce. Or make a cream 
sauce, season with a pinch of dry mus- 
tard and a dash of Worcestershire; add 
sliced hard-cooked eggs and a few 
chopped sweet pickles. 











Blues are undergoing the spring let- 
down in the interest of the wardrobe’s 
pick-me-up. 


Just about my most favorite [un- 
cheon dish is a cheese soufllé—towering, 
golden and light as a cloud. Sometimes, 
I add chopped chives. You have some 
chives a-growing in your garden? 


Mashed bananas and peanut butter 
makes a super sandwich spread. Did 
you know that? 


Operation: cupcake. Turn batter 
into buttered, sugared, fruit-lined muffin 
pans; serve topsy-turvy. Douse plain 
gems with fruit juice. Sherry or rum- 
whipped 
cream for dessert. Hollow out cupcakes, 


flavored syrup; dab with 
fill with sweetened berries, frost with 
flavored whipped cream and cake crumb 
mixture. 


The skeleton in the closet is how my 
friend who does her own sewing de- 
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scribes her dress form. Tells me it’s her 
most prized possession. 


Gentleman prefers blondes. Vet- 
eran tells me his wartime pin-up was a 
picture of a two-tiered Lady Baltimore 
cake crowned with drifts of boiled icing 
and a lacy trim of shredded coconut. 


Rice is nice. Try it plain boiled, 
folded in sweetened, flavored whipped 
cream, then turned out and served with 
hot chocolate or fruit sauce. 


If you’ve never fried bananas, why 
haven’t you? Peel and split ’em length- 
wise, lay in a well-buttered frying pan 
(or use mild dripping) and cook until 
golden brown. Turn once. Grand with 
ham, bacon, beef loaf, lamb chops, 
almost any meat. And chicken. Fish 
too. 


To sugar-coat doughnuts, place in a 
clean paper bag with a little fruit sugar. 
Shake. Add some cinnamon—if you like 
cinnamon. 


Rosy rhubarb makes a fine drink- 
able. Cook it in a fair amount of water; 
drain; sweeten; chill. Serve icy in small 
glasses as a cocktail, in tall ones as a 
thirst-quenching cooler. 


Sundae supplements: chocolate 
sauce, maple syrup, diced fruits, 
crumbled macaroons, shaved ginger, 
butterscotch or marshmallow sauce, 
coconut. One or more of these. Any- 
thing else you like. 


*Twill soon be freezing weather. 
You’re going to pack away some of your 
finest strawberries in your locker or 
home freezer—aren’t you? 


For those tossed green salads a nub 
of garlic to rub the bowl. Or soak a 
garlic clove in your vinegar. 


Ata smart hotel I ate gnocchi—you 
know gnocchi? Cut in_ good-sized 
rounds, pan-fried to crisp the surface and 
topped with curried kidneys. Inexpen- 
sive. And good. Nice for lunch or 
supper and a breakfast dish delish. 


Southern accent: Sprinkle coconut 

lightly toasted—over plain sliced 
oranges. Simplest, most refreshing kind 
of dessert. 


A picture, said Confucius or some- 
body, is worth ten thousand words. I 
wouldn’t know, but | can tell you that a 
pan of fudge or a jarful of cookies is often 
more effective than all the talking you'll 
do in a month of Sundays. Like, f’rin- 
stance, when you want the youngsters 
to rake the yard or help with the 
weeding. 


It’s different now but in my day ne 
youngster was allowed to sluff off 
winter flannels until the 24th. T’wasn’t 
considered proper. 


So you’re going to get married 
hurrah, hurrah! I drink your health. | 
wish you patience in darning socks and 
luck in ironing a shirt. I hope your 
pot roasts are tender and juicy, your 
omelets high and your custards as 
smooth as a kitten’s ear. And may you 
live happily ever after. # 
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3. Your doctor will be able to help 
you work out a tasty, varied diet that 
will let you lose weight without en- 
dangering health or strength, 





5, it's wise not to use reducing drugs, 
or to try special diets unless your own 
doctor recommends them. They may 
do you more harm than good. 


To bring you other helpful infermation 
about your 
prepared a free booklet called “ Over- 
weight and Underweight.” tt includes 


weight, Metropolitan has 


suggested low-calorie menus, and re- 
ducing exercises. 

Address your request to Booklet Dept. 
581, Canadian Head Office, Ottawa. 


CHAIMMAN OF THE ROARD 


ATCH YOUR 
WEIGHT 


1. Once you're over 30, it pays to watch your 
weight. 

Under 30, a little overweight may be an ad- 
vantage. But statistics show that when you are 
older, overweight is often associated with heart 
disease, kidney ailments, high blood pressure, 
diabetes, and other diseases. 

So, if you’re overweight, give some thought 
to protecting your health by bringing your 
weight down. 


2. See your doctor first, so he can check 
your physical condition, suggest ap- 
proved methods for losing weight, and 
advise you how much to lose. 





4. He may also ask you about the 
type of work you do, so that he can 
advise you on the kind and amount of 
exercise you may take. 





6. Once your weight is down to nor- 
mal, try to keep it there. Remember 
that one step toward a longer, health- 
ier life is watching your weight. 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 


New York 


Frederick H. Ecker, Leroy A. Lincoln, 


PRESIDENT 


Canadian Head Office: Ottawa 
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Continued from page 46 


“A little Pete and | 


planned to go over some sketches this 
” 


later, maybe. 


morning .. . 

“Sketches?” Debby came back a step. 
Drawing was her best subject. 

“I brought some of mine along, and 
Pete here...” Hank pulled a large 
portfolio from beside the divan where 
she hadn’t seen it. “Say, why don’t you 
join us, and then all go on toge ther?” 

“Oh, I'd love to!” She meant it. It'd 
be swell to look at Hank’s drawings; 
talk drawing with him. But there was 
the dare, and the half-hour was nearly 
“But couldn’t we do it another 


And 


up. 
time? The crowd’s all there now. 
it’s such swell weather 7m 

She looked at him pleadingly, and 
Hank looked back at her. 

“Okay, then,” and he put down the 
portfolio. “We can do the sketches any 
time. Let’s go!” 

Debby felt triumphant. She walked 
between them, giving her attention to 
Hank without seeming to neglect Pete. 
By the time they crossed the dunes, she 
knew that Hank was making his rela- 
tions an indefinite visit; that he liked 
dancing and hiking; that he was taking 
up commercial art; that he was just 20; 
that he wasn’t seriously The 
crowd gave Hank a magnificent welcome 


in love. 


and Debby caught meaningful glances 
in her own direction that made her proud. 

Hank stayed with them. He sprawled 
on the sand, leaning first against Debby 
and then against Judy, as one familiar 
with the Code. He met their talk with 
stodgy profs and snappy 
thus passing the fire-test on th 
subjects of grownups and love. Hank 
They laughed together; 
lunched off cokes and hot dogs; danced 
to the radio Judy brought. Hank danced 
first with Debby; danced divinely, even 
on sand, 

Mother was out when Debby rushed 
in to dress. She grabbed a snack from 
the refrigerator; left the dishes in the 
sink; hurried upstairs. A tub bath this 
time, with plenty of verbena salts. The 
white flannel suit and the aqua blouse of 
soft knitted silk. Ruby lacquer for her 
toenails; hair and make-up while it 
dried. Then the new pumps of trans- 
And all the while, she 
Hank Flint 
was the biggest thing that had ever 
come her way. 


talk of college 
girls 


belonged. 


parent plastic. 
was occupied with Hank. 
He made her feel—-oh, 
Proud of the way she’d handled 
him. She hadn’t felt quite that way over 
Butch or Greg or Mr. Durand. Those 
hadn’t been the real thing, of course. 
Then—did that mean . . . ? Maybe she 
was in love with Hank. She paused; 
checked her feelings thoroughly. N-no, 
. . There it 
was again; how could you tell? Well, 
anyway, Hank made her feel good. And 
he was fun. And that was enough. 
Enough for now. Enough till love came. 

Mona lived nearest the Savoy, so the 
crowd met there. One by one they came, 
shouting, laughing, piling onto the side 
porch, invisibly barred off from the front 
porch where Mona’s father sat with his 
paper. Then Hank and Pete drove up, in 
a roadster venerable as to years and 
painted cream color. Debby wanted to 
absolutely die—a college man with a 
car! “Oh, boy!” shouted the crowd, 
swarming down to it. Hank arranged 
the seating. And he let Debby go in the 
back. That gave her good feelings a jolt. 


swell, 


she guessed she wasn’t 


TIRED EYES THRILL 10 
SAFEEYE-GENE 


Relieved in SECONDS! 


Wonderful EYE-GENE! Just 
two drops in your eyes that are 
tired or irritated from wind, 
giare, overwork, lack of sleep 
relieve, rest, 
refresh, clear them in seconds. 


Weary, irritated 
one minute 


or srmoke——will 


Use it every day. EYE-GENE 
is safe and gentle. 25¢, 60¢, 
and $1 in handy eye-dropper 
botties at 
Druggists 


every where, 
Insist on 


EYE-GENE! 


Relieved, rested, 
cleared the next! 


the'e extra advantage’ 
of this higher type 


Greaseless Suppository Assures 
Continuous Medication for Hours 
Easier — Daintier — More Convenient 


Zonitors are a brilliant scientific contri- 
bution to a problem which has long 
troubled women— intimate feminine 
cleanliness. They are one of the most 
satisfactory and effective methods ever 
used— easier—daintier— more con- 
venient—so powerfully germicidal yet 
absolutely safe to tissues. 


Positively Non-Irritating — No Smart 


Zonitors are greaseless, stainless, snow- 
white vaginal suppositories. They are 
not the type which quickly melt away. 
Instead— when inserted—Zonitors in- 
stantly release their powerful germicidal 

roperties and continue to do so for hours. 

“hey are positively non-poisonous, non- 
trritating, non-burning. 


Easy to Carry if Away From Home 


Zonitors actually destroy offending odor. 
Help guard against infection. They are 
so powerfully effective they immediately 
kill every germ they touch. You know 
it’s not always possible to contact all the 
— in the tract. But you can BE SURE 


mitors kill every reachable germ and 
keep them from multiplying. 










(Each sealed in 
separate glass vial) 


FREE: Mail this coupon today for free 
booklet sent in plain wrapper. Re- 
veals frank, intimate facts. Zonitors, 


Dept, C-5482, Ste. Therese, Que. 
Nome seaaeatl phil ae a a Neel 
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City eee 
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She was curiously watchful as the seat- 


ing arrangements went forward at the 0 ry a 
Savoy. But this time Hank made a be VC J a SO 
point of sitting beside her. It didn’t just 7 47 

happen; he marshalled four of them past a 

till Debby went in, and then he sat down. . 
In the car No, and here Yes, she thought; YS CHO U7 07, 
did he, or didn’t he? Wondering about 
it, she got muddled on the picture’s 


start. Then Hank took her hand. It was because the doctor advised 
a routine matter to hold hands in the 
PHILLIPS’ last night 


movies; still Debby felt a glow that shot 
her back to the morning’s sense of power. 


ieee 









AND THE sense of power stayed with 
her. She had an urge to do things; 





special things, At Joe’s place, after, she 
needed louder laughter, more spirited 
fun. It was she who thought of dancing. 


a 
x 
% 








Joe’s place had no dance floor, so she 

« pulled Tad to where the aisle made 

e room for the swing of the kitchen door. 

a Hank cut in on her, and two couples 

: followed. Every time the door swung 

i open, there was wild fun that matched 

oe | her mood, 

4 It was late when the fun broke up; 

q late enough to stay over with Mona. 

But she didn’t stay with Mona. As they 

< packed into the cream-colored car, | 

4 Hank said, “Here, woman—you sit in 

4 front. I'll drop the others off first.” 

a She jammed into the front seat, | 

ie curiously aware that soon the others | 

4 would be gone. One by one he let them ne 

3 out; set Pete down at the corner where 

2 the road branched off toward the woods. | 

Then they were alone, and that curious 

e awareness felt like a toy balloon blown Nothing Sluggish About These 

a. up against her chest. Hank stepped up te 
the gas, and the venerable motor | Regular Pals... Thanks To This 
wheezed a little song. * . ° 

“You're eine the wrong way,” Double-Action Laxative Antacid 

she laughed. “I live over by...” 


“I know where you live. Be fun, | | They’re both so alive today. Yet only last 
though, to ride a bit first.” night they felt sluggish and complained 
we a a a len | of stomach upset. So at bedtime, on her 
en es oe eee ene doctor’s advice, mother gave them Phillips’ 

had been over it hundreds of times, but : F 
Milk of Magnesia. They slept soundly — 


she’d never been so—so alive to it. As 


if it were marking an occasion... undisturbed by the annoying symptoms 
And then the thing happened. She of heartburn, sour stomach, and the other 
looked at Hank, silent behind the wheel, | discomforts of acid indigestion. 


and he was just a darned good guy; the | 
next minute she looked at him again, 
and he was~—different. | Completely 


And this morning—just look at them 
go! They’re back in the swing again — 
different. He hadn't moved; he hadn't thoroughly refreshed and feeling bright ... 
spoken. Nothing had changed; every- thanks to this double-action of Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia: 


thing had changed. An electric current 


poured through her, jerking her; she felt 
bewildered, scared, and altogether happy. ( 1. As an acid stomach alkalizer, 
Golly, cried a voice deep inside, I've ud Phillips’ is one of the fastest, most 
gone and fallen in love with him! After ) effective known, 

that, the electric pouring was even 





To relieve 














. ™ ) 29 ‘pe Ti aad 
mea eid stronger. “Golly,” she breathed, not () = a laxative, gentle Phillips’ can 
: Pg ‘y ) -e , 
oot ta — ’ knowing she had said it. 1% pe aken any time without thought of 
help feed famished muscles “What?” said Hank. [ \) embarrassing urgency. 
‘ ony. : aa hiee PO a 
with fresh blood! N-nothing. I was just thinking So. . . whenever you need the double-action - i SE™UINe 
@ So your feet are “killing you” after of a gentle, yet effective laxative antacid ;PH ; LLI PS’: 
that shopping trip or hike? Feet often . 1s? ° ‘ i << cm 
aslo aiak’ thats eaeniene the aenicien 1 ‘ . . . get genuine Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia. wi oF MAGy 
’ are famished. Your walking has How (an You Wake The big 45c size contains three times as ¥ €s, 
\ burned up their nourishment required l J o “3 3 ‘ aa seh ‘4 
for energy. For grand relief... and much as the 23c bottle. Genuine Phillips ‘ 


fast! ... rub on Absorbine Jr. 


\ Ny 6 i Be ee tte 
i hee at ee ee Nome Rytra Money? is also available in easy-to-carry tablet form. 
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Sa commence 
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| what a swell night.” 


| her dee pest 


It flashed on her 
that she mustn’t act different; she must 
be exactly as she had been, Otherwise 
he’d guess. Should a girl tell a man if 
she loves him? Debby had discussed it 
dozens of times; had hung, palpitating, 
on the arguments for and against. Now 
instinct answered NO! 
with a vehemence that startled her. 
Hank was swinging the car to the 
side of the road where the woods were 
deep black velvet. “‘Let’s just sit and 


talk a while.” 


“Okay,” said Debby in a small voice. | 


“Do like—just sitting and 


talking?” 
Yes. Thatis.. 5° 


you 


She stopped, he I 


| feeling; of marveling that the electric 
thing didn’t come shooting out of her in 


sparks. He didn’t press her to go on. 
After a moment, he said, 

“Those sketches.” 

“T know,” she 


thoughts were following his. 


answered, as if her 
“T wish 
we'd looked at ’em.” 

“We will. I’d like to see some of 
yours, too. Pete says you’re good.” 

“Oh, just average. I do like drawing, 
th ugh.” 

“Me, too. Maybe we could do som« 
sketching together.” 

“Um-m-m.” 


Suddenly he leaned down and kissed | 


her. That, too, fell into Code patterns 
being kissed in a car was a routine thing. 
But Debby had forgotten the Code; 
had forgotten the important question, 
whether a girl should show her feelings 
the first time a man kisses her. Sh« 
simply sat there, as near to dizziness as 
she had ever come. Presently he started 
the car again; they drove back, silent. 
Before her house, where the street light 
was, he opened the door. “Sce you 
Then he She 
lost track of how long she stood there, 
looking after him, 


tomorrow.” was gone, 


DEBBY AWOKE with a thrilling sense 
of something upon her. Then she re- 
membered. Last night. The ride. 
kiss. The feeling of being in love. 
Quarter to 10. She hopped out of bed, 
eager to take time with her dressing; 


| greedy for the day that followed last 
night. She opened the closet; inspected | 


The 


the crisp row of summer frocks. 
red-checked gingham with the 
sleeves? 
white linen with the off-shoulder neck- 
lmme? remembered. The 
crowd was going in for shorts and halters. 
She hesitated. She didn’t want the 
shorts-and-halter uniform today; sh« 
wanted to look—oh, different. Ravish- 
ing. Still, to be different was to be 
outside the Code. Judy and her hat... 
The others’d think she was trying to 
put something over. Hank might... 
With no pleasure at all, she slammed th 
closet and fetched out her blue 
shorts and halter. 


Then she 


door 


The crowd had begun to gather at 
their special "et 
Debby. She couldn’t get there fast 
enough. Something was going to hap- 
pen—something special, to match the 
specialness of her heart. Hank wasn’t 
there yet, and the moments of watc hing 


place. shouted 


for him churned her excitement. Then 
he came striding along, beside Pete, and 
she felt a little shiver at seeing him for 
the first time since she’d fallen in love 
with him. Maybe he’d be different. 


May be he "d be 


. . » He was—wonder- 


# Continued on page 54 


| mind a whirl of wondering what he was | 
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Big Woolen Mills and 
now sold tor home use 
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cap | 
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One Spraying Actually Mothproofs 
the Cloth Itself for a WHOLE YEAR! 


| Big woolen mills can’t afford to take chances; 
they've relied on LARVEX for years—the sen- 
| sational magic product which gives positive 
protection against moth damage. The safe, 

| modern, proved way to mothproof suits, coats, 
dresses, upholstery and rugs. 


| So Sure! Moths will commit suicide 


by starvation rather than eat 

anything treated with LARVEX. This magic 

spray penetrates the woolen fibres and actually 

mothproofs the cloth itself. Lasts a whole year, 
* 

So buick! Just spray the garment with 

LARVEX and hang it in its 


usual place ready for immediate wear. No wrap- 


ping. No storing away. No mothball, no cam- 
phor, no cedar odor. 


ual 
So Inexpensive. It costs no more to 


s RVEX a suit than to 
Ret it dry cleaned. And LARVEX gives POSI- 

IVE PROTECTION against moth damage. 
Only 83¢ for 16 ozs., $1.29 for 32 ozs. 





By Adele White 


Health and Beauty Editor 


ANDS have as much character as faces. We 

all know so-called lovely ladies with unlined, 

poker-faces—bland as a cornstarch pudding 

. . . and just about as interesting! The same 

applies to hands. Idle hands are dull, no matter 
how white and soft they may be. Really beautiful 
hands are useful and efficient. But that doesn’t 
mean they should look like a pair of distress signals 
every time they’re on parade, any more than a face 
should be leathery and weatherbeaten. A little time, 
a little care, a little protection will keep them smooth 
and attractive, even though you’re a dual personality 
. . . both lady and slavey of the house. 


Hints for Hand Care: Just think of it... 
the number of times your hands are in hot water 
during the day! And, added to that the dusting, 
cleaning, polishing and shining that goes on in every 
well-run household—with hands as busy as wind- 
mills, flying from one chore to another. 

As they have fewer oil glands than your face, 
hands will soon feel as rough as emery boards if not 
given plenty of lubrication. A good lotion or hand 
cream after every washing will be your daytime care. 
At nights, when you’ve finished creaming your face, 
use a little more on your hands and smooth it right 
up to your elbows. Red hands can be whitened 
either by a bleaching cream or by rubbing them 
with the rind and juice of a lemon. Buttermilk is 
also a good bleacher. Keep a pumice stone handy in 
your bathroom for treating calluses. Dampen your 
hands and rub lightly with the pumice, then finish 
off with hand lotion. Stubborn stains from vege- 
table peeling, silver polishing—or a leaky fountain 
pen—can be obliterated with cuticle remover, nico- 
tine stain remover or with the pumice. 

No good cook can eliminate onions from food 
preparation. But, my, oh my, how that smell does 
cling! After an onion-peeling session, try rubbing 
dry mustard on your fingers—rinse thoroughly and 
apply a few drops of antiseptic mouthwash, undi- 
luted. This will help fade out the homely onion. 


You Forgot Your Gloves: Or perhaps you 
just won’t wear em. You can’t seem to work as well 
with your hands encased in rubber gloves. Think of 
it this way—if surgeons can perform the most 
delicate operations wearing rubber gloves, 
surely you can wash dishes and clothes! The 
fit is important. If they’re too small they'll 
constrict—if too large you’ll feel “all thumbs.” 

Get the proper size and, to make them last 
longer, dry thoroughly after each use . . . then 
sprinkle the insides with talcum and turn them 
back at the wrists so they'll get a good airing. 

Plastic-coated gloves are another boon to 
hands, when you dry-clean your clothes— 
they are specially treated to stand up under 
cleaning fluid. The third type of working 
glove is a cotton, washable one for gardening. 

It’s a good idea to have a special rack with 
your working gloves hung up by clothespins. 
Looks awfully efficient! 

Next time the bridge club meets, you'll be 
the envy of all the girls when there’s a show 
of hands across the table, and . . . you know 
how the man in your life loves pretty hands! 
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with the largest transportation system 
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Canadian National Railways operate 
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Whether at home, or going places, in all your contacts with Canadian National you'll ex- 
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ful! And today was picking up the 
pattern of last night—and that was 
wonderfull She dropped her glance 
against the joy that shot through her. 

“Hi!” called Hank, in general; and 
then he said, “Hi, kid,” just to her. 
Pete, following him, also said, “Hi, 
kid”; leaned down and patted her head 
and made an explosive kissing sound. 
Debby kissed back at Pete, without 
seeing him. Well, Hank had come, and 
he’d given her special notice. What 
would happen next? 

Nothing happened. The crowd had 
fun. Hank sprawled with them; laughed; 
made jokes. Judy started her radio and 
they danced; they ate hot dogs and made 
plans for further fun, But it wasn’t— 
what she’d been so sure it must be. 
Hank was nice to her, but no nicer than 
he was to Mona or Judy or Joanie 
(restored to the circle, but pensive). He 
leaned against Judy’s back; got up to 
dance with Debby; danced with Mona; 
sat down again by Joanie. Debby 
watched him, a dull emptiness where 
the toy balloon had been. 
| What had happened? Today should 
|have been specially wonderful—and_ he 
lwasn’t being the least bit special. 
| Maybe he didn’t feel special about her. 
Weil, but last night ... She clung to 
last night. Then the Code spoke. You 
were free to love or not, as you wanted. 
So that was that. It took her a moment, 
now, to digest it. Okay, she thought at 
last, making a back rest of Tad’s 
shoulders, if that’s how he wants it. 
The glow was gone, though; she felt 
beaten flat. 

She tried to clutch her way back to 
ithe things she’d said and done last night. 
| Before the ride. The others laughed at 

her antics again, so she must’ve made a 
pretty good stab at it. But her thoughts 
wouldn’t behave. They kept wandering; 
|wondering. According to the Code, that 
jwas that. But still—what had hap- 
pened? Maybe he hadn’t even had a 
special feeling last night. Maybe he 
hadn’t meant a thing. Well, but he bad 
made the others get out of the car before 
their ride. Even Pete, and he was 
staying with Pete. And he’d kissed her. 
If he doesn’t mean anything, what did 
he have to go and kiss me for? What did 
he have to . . . She jerked out of her 
thoughts, shocked. Questioning a casual 
kiss was positively old-fashioned! She, 
Debby Waring, being old-fashioned. 
Not the way the grownups were, of 
course. There was nothing wrong about 
kissing. Only—if it gave you ideas, and 
then the ideas didn’t turn out right, it 
well, it hurt. 

Hank was: one of the crowd now. 
Every morning they got together, 
sprawling against each other, laughing, 
For Debby, though, the 
fun had turned into one vast ache. She 
was in love with Hank, and Hank wasn’t 
the least bit special about her. In the 
midst of their gaicty she caught herself 
watching, listening; maybe now he was 
going to be—different. Maybe he'd say 
something just for her; maybe he’d talk 
about their sketching again. She had a 
vision of just the two of them, in the 
sheltered cove beyond the point, draw- 
ing-pads on their knees, sharing some- 
thing special... 

“*, « » check, Debby?” Tad was 


|saying, 


having fun. 


“Check! Elegant swell,” she laughed 
back, without any idea what she was 
lagreeing to. 


. + The sketching. Maybe later; 
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maybe tomorrow, she thought, going 
back to her vision and the big ache. And 
inside the hig ache were smaller aches. 
Things she’d taken for granted—part of 
the Code—they weren’t the same any 
more. Like when Hank put his head on 
Mona’s lap. It had nothing to do with 
those pulsing discussions on freedom. It 
just hurt. And it hurt when Pete or 
Slim threw a careless arm about her. 
If Hank cared, he wouldn’t look on so 
so casually. But casualness was part of 
the Code that kept you free. The 
answer to that was... She didn’t 
know. The Code wasn’t helping her. 
The morning Hank didn’t come she 
could hardly bear it. Watching for him 
had lost its excitement—it hurt, too. 
Maybe he’d gone somewhere else—met 
someone else. She saw him with 
another girl; her looks wouldn’t jell 
properly, but she was terribly fascinating 
. . » She saw them sketching together 
in the cove... Suddenly, she re- 
membered that first day when she’d 
rushed in at Flints’ and managed him. 
She couldn’t have done it now 
they’d absolutely killed her. The others 
wondered where Hank was, and she 
couldn’t get a word out. And when he 
appeared, at last, she felt weak. 


THE DAY of the canoe party, Debby 

came downstairs in her swimming suit. 
“Won't you be chilly?” asked Mother, 

with that look of wanting to say more. 

“Of course not,” said Debby in the 
don’t-possess-me tone. “I do wish you 
wouldn’t always fuss so . . .” 

They set out in three canoes, and 
Debby went in the one with Hank. It 
happened by chance; still, it bad 
happened. Judy and Tad were with 
them. The boys paddled. Judy had her 
radio going, and Hank hummed along 
with it. The sun was bright and, until 
they rounded the point, the air was 
mild. Then, witha leap, the breeze came 
head on. Debby wished she’d brought 
her sweater. Ten minutes more and she 
could think of nothing but feeling cold. 
And in a canoe you couldn’t move 
about; you just sat and froze. 

“Gee, look at you,” cried Judy. 
“You're as green . . . Seasick?” 

“N-no,” shivered Debby; “I just 
wish I’d b-brought my s-sweater.” 

“You can have mine.” 

“Landlubber!” laughed Tad, his 
paddle keeping rhythm with Hank’s. 

Judy handed her the sweater. The 
thick wool felt good. Debby began to 
warm up; could get her mind off feeling 
cold and on having fun. But the fun was 
gone. She was nearly frozen, and Hank 
hadn’t paid the least attention. Maybe 
he hadn’t heard, with the plash of the 
water and the crooning of the radio. 
Maybe ... The commotion she felt 
churned up something vaguely familiar. 
Something about being chilly . . . Then 
she had it. Mother’d talked about 
being chilly and she had rebelled at 
being taken possession of. Now she felt 
a bitterer sense of rebellion because 
Hank didn’t take the least possession. 
But golly, that didn’t*make sense. 
Or did it? 

Though they had sandwiches at the 
pavilion, across from the point, Debby 
was hungry when she got home. 

“Hi!” she called to Mother, reading 
in the garden. 

“Oh, Debby . . . Have a nice time? 
Did you get chilly?” 

“No on the chilly—swell on the 
time,” she lied brightly. 


not if 
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fashioned to fit... 


tailored? 


for wear! 
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SUPERIOR SILK 


“Good. Can I get you something?” 
“Don’t bother. I'll just raid the 
icebox.” . 
“All right. But call me if...” 
Debby slammed into the house, 
marched to the refrigerator, fetched out 
ham, cheese, spiced peaches, There was 
a jar of vegetable soup, too; nice for an 
all-over warm-up. Then, as she set the 
cold food on the table and poured out 
the soup to heat, she had the queerest 
flash. Suppose—just suppose—Hank had 


cared. Suppose they were married .. . | 
The familiar kitchen vanished, and she | 
saw herself in a different one, doing | 


chores like this. But it wouldn’t be like 
this, it’d be doing for someone she loved. 
And it wouldn’t be a bore. It’d be 
wonderful. It was only a flash. Then she 
was Debby Waring again, heating soup 
for a solitary snack. But it left her 
with the same queer feeling she’d had in 
the canoe. Then—things themselves 
weren’t so important. What counted 
was what went into them. Possessive- 
ness. House chores. They weren’t a 
bore if the feeling back of them... 
Debby stood there, stunned, 

She ate her snack—less of it than 
she’d expected; put away the food; 
washed up her utensils; left the kitchen 
as scrupulously tidy as she’d found it. 
And while she worked, she saw some- 
thing shaping itself out of the vague 
stirrings that had tortured her since 


| everything had begun to go wrong. 


Maybe everything hadn’t gone wrong; 
maybe it was just that—when you were 
in love, you saw things differently. 
Being in love did something to you; 
brought you different needs. And what 
had been okay before, didn’t always fit 
those needs. And the code that held for 
the one... The Code. Casualness. 
Carelessness. Don’t do a thing you don’t 
want. Be free. But the Code was the 
very thing that wouldn’t let her be 


free! She didn’t want anything that had | 


been happening. She didn’t want Hank 
sprawling with the others—being so 
casual about her. And she didn’t want 
to wear the crowd’s uniform. And she 
didn’t want to act gay and wild when 
she was feeling miserable about Hank 
who didn’t care. What she wanted was 

different; oh, so different! Closeness, 
caring; a chance to be quiet, so you 
could . . . Then she saw it. The Code 

all they’d ever done and believed in 
and wondered about—it was simply a 
groping, a preparation for love. And 
when love came, bringing its own needs, 
the Code was as meaningless as a 
childhood game. 


STILL THE Code was all she had to 
carry on by. Anyway Hank went by the 
Code—because he hadn’t fallen out of 
the old way and into love. Then, by 
golly, she’d have to go on with it too. 


The crowd had fun and Debby hated 


| it. Hated the need of being careless and 


casual and gay. Hated the constraint of 
all that had once meant freedom. The 
ache woke with her, clawed her all day 
while she laughed, crawled into bed 
with her. She peered anxiously into the 
mirror, to see if the ravages showed. 
They didn’t. Not even enough to make 
her look interesting. She looked like— 
just a girl; like millions of other girls. 
except that they weren’t having their 
hearts dragged around by . . . well, by 
whatever a heart gets dragged by. 
Golly, you must have the constitution of 
a dinosaurus, she murmured reproach- 
# Continued on page 59 


Learn | 
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** >) ABY’S soakers are only one of 
32 garments you'll like 
knitting from the new P.K. 
Knitting Book,” says Frances 
Gordon, stylist for Maitland 
Spinning Mills Limited. “There 
are 68 pages, just packed with 
easy-to-follow directions and 
lots of photographs of the actual 
garments.” You get all this 
for only 35c! 


Your knitting will be really 
successful if you team your P.K. 
Knitting Book with P.K. Yarns! 
P.K. Yarns are soft and strong— 
dye-fast too! P.K. Baby Wools are 
treated for shrink resistance. 

And P.K. mothproof yarns give per. 
manent protection against moths! 


Get your P.K. Knitting Book today! 
Ask your favourite dealer for 
it... if he is out of stock use 

the handy coupon below. 


Maitiond Spinning Mills ld. Hamilton, Ontario 
A division of Mercury Mills Lid, 


CLIP AND 
SEND 


presen ee 


Maitland Spinning Mills, 

Department CH-4, 

Hamilton, Ontario. 

Enclosed is postal note or money order for 35c. 


(Do not send stamps). Please send me the new 
68-page P.K. Knititng Book right away, 


NAME 
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Crochet 
New Hat 





A CLOCHE type, this little number 
is trimmed with a bold plaid ribbon. 
Easy to make, it’s done with several 
strands of cotton in single crochet. 
Wired through edge of the brim and 
top to give it that neat professional 
finishing touch. No, $201. 


THIS TIME, daisies will tell . . . all 
about what a knowing fashion plate 
you are... crocheting yourself a 
hat. And a bag to match. The hat 
is an open crown, in neat single 
crochet, has a saucy rolled sailor brim. 
The purse is the new flowerpot shape. 
You'll want more than one of these 
bright accessorizers—a set for right 
now with your new spring togs; an- 
other in crisp all-white for that nice 
cool-summer-day look, later on. Num- 
ber $200, 





HERE’S ONE of this season’s prettiest, most flattering influences worked 
out for you in simply done (and quickly!) crochet. The halo bonnet. is 
made of four strands of cotton in single crochet with wiring through edge 
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“THESE SCREENS ARE OLDER 
THAN YOU ARE, JOHNNY” 


. . and they’re good for years to come. They’re 
made of sturdy bronze wire that will never 
rust. 





What about your screens? Rust spots mean 


For lasting economy and trouble ahead, and in that case your best move 
protection, replace rusted, 7 
leaky valleys, flashings, 
ecvestroughs and down- 


spouts with rustiess copper 


is to replace them now. 
bronze screening, for bronze is a tough, strong 
copper alloy—long the standard for screens 
of proven dependability. 
of repairs and the health value of really good 
insect protection, you'll 


But by all means use 


Considering the cost 


want no screening 
less durable than time-tested bronze. 





To learn about other uses where copper, brass 
Put an end to rust-clogged 
or lecking water pipes 
with Anaconda Copper 
Tubes. Easily and quickly 
installed by your plumb- 
ing contractor. 


and bronze will save you money, write for our 
free booklet, “Your Enduring Home’”’. 


Anaconda American Brass Limited does not 
weave insect wire screening, but supplies Anaconda 


Bronze Wire to leading manufacturers, 


A pA 


Cop rass 





ANACONDA AMERICAN BRASS LIMITED 


(Since 1922 Headquarters in Canada for Copper and Brass) 
Main Office and Plant: New Toronto, Ont. 


Solid brass hardware, 
durable and distinctive, 
will never rust. . . indoors 
or out. It remains newer- 
looking, smoother- working, 
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of brim, along top edge of open crown. This ensures its holding its shape, 
makes it easy for you to manipulate the lines of the hat to your specifica- 
; tions. As shown here, it’s finished off with a big bouquet of bright field 
al flowers. No. $202. 


LL 


year after year, Montreal Office: 939 Dominion Square Bidg. 





Instructions for making may be obtained from Chatelaine Handicrafts, 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Order by number, 5 cents each. 
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Your Bridal Set... 


LUXURIOUS FABRICS ... exquisite lace... and careful 
finishing touches ... these are what the bride wants in her 
trousseau collection. 

First, your negligee and matching nightie, Number 4995. Lace 
insertions run from shoulders of negligee right tothe button-trimmed, 
shaped waistline yoke. Wide bishop sleeves button in narrowly at the 
wrists. The nightie follows same styling lines as the negligee. 

Your circular petticoat, Number 2421, falls in flares to a wide 
swirling hemline. Make up one in white taffeta, finished with six- 
inch eyelet . . . another in bright plaid . . . and for summer you'll 
love a pastel cotton with your full cotton skirts. 

Here is your wedding frock, Number 1321. Its bodice, joined toa 
gently gathered skirt below natural waistline, ts fitted in by means of 
slimming darts, has neckline fullness. As shown, the yoke is a sheer 
fabric but if preferred the neckline can be left low, rounded omitting 
yoke. 

This wonderful-fitting slip, Number 2423, is styled to co-ordinate 
perfectly with the new silhouette. The shaped bodice is darted to 
fit smooth like a camisolk . and the skirt flares to vive right swing to 
your full skirts. 


Panties, Number 1144, are design- 
ed to fit smoothly, flatly undet slips. 
They are centre-seamed front and 
back, button at left side. No elastic 
shirring to add waistline clutter. 


For pattern descriptions and details 
for ordering, see next page. 














Are you 
in the know? 





Which would you use? 


() The guest towels 
[_) The turkish towels 
[_] The end of your slip 


Freshening up at a friend's house? 
Let's pray those dripping little paws 
reach for the guest towels—not the 
family’s. Even if they look unap- 
proachably lovely, use them. And too, 
especially on “certain days”, be sure 
you use Quest deodorant powder. For 
Quest was created by Kotex for use on 
sanitary napkins. It's soft, 
soothing absorbs 
moisture, helps prevent 
chafing. And, most im- 
portant, Quest destroys 
odours completely. 









Seat! OF 4 Milos o> 


a "Guerexined by > 
Good Housekee, 





After making an introduction, then what ? 


LJ Follow through 
|_| Let them take it from there 
|_| Start talking for talk's sake 


Spare your friends the pause that 
distresses—after they've said “How 
do you do?” Follow through! Drop a 
word about Jim’s pet hobby or Jane’s 
mad passion for the Samba. It gives 
them the pitch for conversation; puts 
them at ease. And, to put coma at 
ease on “trying days’ use the Kotex 
Wonderform Belt. < It’s dainty, light, 
self-balancing. The pinless all-elastic 
belt that lets you 
bend every-which- 
way without a sign 
of harness-like re- 
straint. Special pat- 
ented clasps hold 
your Kotex securely 
in place. 











| 
| 
| 
| 


| and | 


Preparation for Love 


Continued from page 56 


fully to the face in the glass. Suddenly, 
she couldn’t stand any more of it. 

On Saturday night they went danc- 
ing. Debby had danced with Tad; let 
him keep hold of her hand when they 
got back to the table. They'd all 
whooped the chorus of the next number, 
and then Hank took her out for the 
dance after that. She’d closed her eyes, 
letting herself go to the consciousness of 
his arms about her; leaned her head 
against his shoulder. Something’s going 
on in him, she kept saying to herself, 
don’t know what... Then, 
when they’d rejoined the crowd, she 
couldn’t stand it. Not a minute more. 
Abruptly, she left the table; went toward 
the powder room; passed the powder 
room and went out. That, too, was 
according to the Code; if you got to the 
point where you didn’t want any more, 
you quit, and no questions asked. 

She hurried along to the dark shore 
road; made straight for the big dune; sat 
there, looking toward the blackness of 
the water. She wanted to think; 
couldn’t. She just ached. When the 
aching got too tough, she went home. 
She saw light in her parents’ room; 
squatted on the porch step until it 


should go out. And then there came a 
flash of something light along the road, | 
| anda cream-colored car swung into their 








driveway. Debby’s heart gave a lurch 
that shot her off the low step just as 
Hank came around the hedge by the 
path, He all but stumbled over her. 

“So that’s where you are!” he cried 


} 


and she caught a queer pulsing in his | 
voice that brought out small bursts of | 
stars. “I suppose you think it’s just too 


” 


funny to strike out like that... 
“*Hank—what’s the matter?” 
“You are!” he burst out. “Do you 

have to keep acting like—like a sand 

crab all the time?” 

“T don’t act like a sand crab!” Talk 


back,ordered the Code; don’t let him see— | 


“You do, too! Jumping all over the 
place, and squirming, and yelling . . .” 

“Sand crabs don’t yell.” 

“Well, you do. Gosh, if ever you kept 


quiet for a minute together, you 


wouldn’t know what to do with yourself. | 


And the one time you did act like a 
human being, I . . .” He stopped. She 
heard his foot kicking at the turf. 
“Debby” his voice was lower now, and 


the pulsing had given way to bewilder- | 


ment. “I’m sorry I sounded off, but . . . 
gosh, you’ve got me all mixed up. | 


thought you... What I mean... | 


” 


gosh, you’re such a good-time gal, I... 
‘But Hank,” she said faintly, “I 


| thought you wanted it that way.” This | 


was not according to the Code; Debby 
# Cont'nued on page 61 


Pattern descriptions 


1995—Misses’ nightgown and negligee. Sizes 
12-20. Size 16, negligee: 4% of 35”; 3% of 
39”; 3% of 41”; 2% of 50”. Lace edging: 1% 
of 1%” width. Nightgown: 2% of 35”; 2% 
of 39”; 25.8 of 41”. Lace edging: 2% yards of 
1%” width. Price 20c. 

2421—Junior misses’ and misses’ petticoat. 
Waist sizes 24%, 25, 25%, 26, 27, 28, 30. Size 
26: 1% of 35” or 39”, 1% of 50”. Embroidered 
edging: 4 yards of 7” width. Bows: ™% yard 
of 5%” width ribbon, Price 25c. 

1321—Wedding gown. Sizes 12-20. Size 16: 
7\2 of 39"; 7% of 41”. Yoke front and back: 
‘4 of 35”, 39” or 72”. Price 25c. 

2423—Misses’ slip. Sizes 12-20. Size 16: 
338 of 35”; 2% of 39”; 2 of 50”. Price 25c. 

1144—Misses’ and women’s panties, Sizes 
12-20, 40-46. Size 16: 1 of 35”, 39” or 41”; % 
of 50”, Lace trim: 2% yards of 2%”. Price 25c 

Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer or by mail through the 
Pattern Dept. of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 
University Ave., Toronto 2, 


| 
} 
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Are you in the know? 


if urged to go when Mom's said “no"— 


0 Be cagey 
0 Pout and protest 
0 Lassie, come home 


When the gang heads for forbidden ground 
—what’s your cue? To moan about Mom 
(and be labelled “‘angel child”)? Stamp 
your heels and be dubbed a bum sport? Be 
cagey! Suggest a spot where the eats or 
music’s more fun. It takes tact! Wherever 


Why is she giving him the go-by? 
0 She’s wolf-wary 
(1 She's “specs” shy 
00 She’s a snub-deb 


Maybe her future just passed? She wouldn’t 
know. Her glimmers need glasses. Why be 
shy? Lenses today look mighty 
swish when the frames flatter your features, 
your coloring. They'll keep you from miss- 
ing fun and friends. At certain times, if it’s 
comfort you're missing—try the new, softer 
Kotex. You’ve never known a napkin with 
such heavenly softness that holds its shape. 
Made to stay soft while you wear it. And 
your new Kotex Sanitary Belt gives such 
comfortable fit. It’s adjustable; all-elastic! 


” 
specs 





you go—at trying times, you’re super- 
smooth when you've chosen Kotex. For 
“tactful” is indeed the word for those flat 
pressed ends that prevent revealing outlines. 
With Kotex, no telltale outlines show. Your 
public need never know! 





Where to park purse and gloves? 


O) On your lap 
0) On the table 
0) Under your chair 


If you’d escape the raised eyebrow, ree 
member this at a restaurant: Accessories 
are taboo on the table. Avoid clutter . . . 
keep "em out of the butter! The safe, proper 
place for your purse and gloves is on your 
lap. Let etiquette lead you, and poise is 
sure to follow. On “‘those’’ days, too, you 
can feel composed—knowing Kotex has 
an exclusive safety center that gives you 
extra protection. Try all 3 sizes of Kotex: 
Regular, Junior, Super Kotex. See which 
suits you best! 


More women choose 


KOTEX "than all other 
sanitary napkins 


KOTEX COMES IN 3 SIZES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
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—while using Tampax! 


Please read the above words again 
and then think back to older kinds of 
monthly sanitary protection. Think 
of the belts and pins and external pads 
and then contrast all this with the 
simple, internally-worn Tampax. It’s 
as small as your littlest finger, yet 
so absorbent and efficient that it’s a 
great credit to the physician who in- 
vented it. 

Made of pure surgical cotton com- 
pressed in slim, white applicators, 
Tampax is easily inserted and is un- 
felt while you are wearing it. No 
odor is caused with Tampax, nor any 
chafing—and of course it is invisible 
under a dress or skirt. No bulges, no 
edge-lines. At disposal time, you 
will find Tampax about 1/15 the bulk 
of older kinds. 

When those “horrible days”’ arrive 
in your life next time, be ready with a 
supply of Tampax—at your drug or 
notion counter in 3 absorbency-sizes: 
Regular, Super, Junior. You will find 
Tampax will give a real lift to your 
state of mind! Canadian Tampax 
Corporation Limited, Brampton, Ont. 


Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 


CANADIAN TAMPAX CORPORATION LIMITED, 
Brampton, Ont. 

Please send me in plain wrapper a trial package of 
Tampax. I enclose 10¢ to cover cost of mailing. Size 
s checked below. 


) REGULAR ( ) super ( ) suNtor 
Name 
Address 


City 


1 bright knitted sweater set, especially 


happy 


thought for the honeymooning 


couple, Mr.’s pullover is white botany in 
honeycomb stitch, banded in crimson. The 
lady's is a clean-cut pattern in black, white 
and crimson. By Monarch Knitting Mills. 


MORE AND MORE, Canadians are 
becoming a nation who just about live in 
sports togs in their leisure hours... 
Nice if one can start from scratch, buy 
everything in one season. Easier on the 
budget if you build up slowly. After all, the 
best sports clothes are not outdated 
quickly. They follow new style whimsies 
casually, emphasizing function rather than 
fashion. Your starting point is a well-cut 
slack suit in one of those quiet colors that 
you will live in for a long time without 
tiring of it. Then around this, you start 
to accumulate items such as you see here. 
Choosing with a sharp eye to good sturdy 
fabrics, proper fit, nice tailoring detail. 


Brighten 
outdoors 


the greal 


in sharkskin 


pedal pushers, brilli- 


ant yellow, worn with 


yellou 


fleece shirt 


(hand-loomed worsted } 


by Gerhard Kennedy ° 


1 riding habit, custom made, that 
will take plenty of hard wear. 
Conservatively tailored. its jacket 
is an English Glen check, the 
breeches cavalry twill. By Irving. 








llere’s 
beauty for you 
plus comfort! 


That Lilyelle™ feeling ... 
so natural .. . so lovely .. . so 
alive . . . Women everywhere 
are finding this new freedom 
of natural control with Lilyette. 
Sizes 32 to 44 (Style No. 5040), 


Li Deesse Girdle creates 
attractive smooth lines with 
correct comfort. Note the slide 
fastener, lined satin panel, 
satin lastex. Elastic at the 
bottom and light boning at the 
top keep La Déesse snugly in 
place. Sizes 24 to 36 (Style 
No. 9002), 


CORSET 


COMPANY LIMITEO 


Makers of fine garments since 1880 





| Everyone in your home 
Needs a welqroom comb 


1 }D) auGHTER's 


o 





JE ATHER is always 
so neatly dressed, 


“Welgroomed”, 
his suit well 





Mlotuer 


looks lovely, both 
night and day, 
She combs 

her hair the 
“Welgroom” way. 


His hair 
pressed. 


Junior's hair 
is hard to part, 
He needs his 


give him a start. 


aware that male 
eyes roam, 
Keeps her hair 
‘reet’ with 

her “Welgroom” 
comb. 


S 


There’s an inexpensive “WEL- 
GROOM” comb designed espe- 
cially for every member of your 
family. Made of durable, easy to 
keep clean plastic, “WELGROOM” 
combs are tops in Quality and 
Value. Rounded teeth are easy on 
the scalp. 


For women “‘SWELGROOM” 
Dressing, Handle, Curl and Bobby 
combs in vibrant Cleartone and 
Opaltone colors. For men, combs 
in smart black, shell or crystal for 
pocket or dresser. For baby’s 
silken hair a special fine-tooth 
comb in pink or blue. 


Kup well-groomed, with 
wel qroom 
COMBS FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY 











own“Welgroom” to 








| Preparation for Love 


| 
| 


| make a difference. 


| settled into peace. 
| him, lost in the peace. 


Continued from page 59 


had suddenly lost track of the Code. 
“You thought J] wanted it... ?” 
“Well, but . . 
so casual 
I ” 


“But that’s the way you wanted it!” 


. You were always so 


and gay yourself that 


SHE STARED up to where the light 
from the street lamp etched his silhou- 
ette against the darkness, She knew what 
he meant. The Code. The preparation 
that worked till the real thing hit you, 
and then...Oh, golly—then that 
was how you knew it was the real thing! 
The new needs came crowding out the 
old ones, and when that happened . . . 
The small bursts of stars exploded into 
meteors, 

“After I kissed you that night,” 
Hank was saying, “‘I—sort of hoped it’d 
It did to me. But 
you... Why, the very next day there 
you were, making kisses at Pete—being 
everybody’s good-time gal, and the 
crazier the better. There wasn’t even a 
minute to do sketching together, like 
we'd planned. I played along ’cause— 
I didn’t want to lose you completely. 
But gosh, Debby, if it could’ve been 
different . .. If you’d seen enough in 
me to quit all that racketing and 
just ga 

“Oh, Henk ..:. Hank! 1... She 
wanted desperately to speak, but the 
words wouldn’t come. What came was 
an immense, all-enveloping awareness— 
Hank felt the same as she did! She sat 
down on the step again. Then, to her 
horror, she was sobbing. 

He was beside her, his arms around 
her. “Debby ... Gee, Debby .. .” 
he kept murmuring. The bewilderment 
was out of his voice; it sounded sure and 
protecting and even the least bit master- 
ful. “Gee, Debby, I never dreamed . . . 
Both of us thinking the same dumb 
thing. Because we didn’t have the 
sense . He swung her around, put 
his hand to her tear-damp face; kissed 
her. And out of the tumult within her, 
that deepest instinct rose up again and 
She leaned against 


“Nothing about it ever added up to 
this,” she said suddenly. 
“Nothing about what?” 


“* About—everything we used to do.” 


| The Code that was a preparation for 
love. She'd tell him about it some day. 


She looked back to it now from a long 
distance; like looking past the point 
when you were in safe harbor. Maybe it 
was as good—or as bad—-a Code as any 
other. But it wasn’t freedom; it was just 
groping. And it didn’t mean that when 
the real thing came. Then you stopped 
groping; you knew. She knew 
Hank, their 


she and 


Because needs were 


| different. What they needed now was 


not just fun; it was—caring, building. 
The way—the way the grownups did. 
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* 
Love-quiz »»« For Married Folks Only 





WHY DOES SHE SPEND 
THE EVENINGS ALONE? 


Because she keeps her home immaculate, looks as pretty as 


she can and really loves her husband, BUT she neglects that 
one essential . . . personal feminine hygiene. 


Q. Is this really important to married happiness ? 


Wives often lose the precious air of romance, doctors say, for 


lack of the intimate daintiness dependent on effective douch- 
ing. For this, look to reliable “Lysol” brand disinfectant. 


Q. Is “Lysol” safe and gentle as well as extra effective? 


A. Yes, the proved germicidal efficiency of “Lysol” requires only 
a small quantity in a proper solution to destroy germs and 
odours, give a fresh, clean, wholesome feeling, restore every 
woman's confidence in her power to please. 


Q@. How about homemade douching solutions, such as salt and soda ? 


A. They have no comparison with the scientific formula of “Lysol” 
which has proved efficiency in contact with organic matter. 


ALWAYS USE “LYSOL” in the douche, to help give the assurance 


that comes with perfect grooming 


Check these facts with your doctor 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant for 
Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non-injurious 
to delicate membrane. Its 
clean, antiseptic odour quickly 
disappears. Highly concen- 
trated “Lysol” is economical 
in solution. Follow easy direc- 
tions for correct douching 
) solution. 


... confidence in “romance appeal”. 


WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER “LYSOL”! 


it's safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” has 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession...and of mothers and house- 
wives, too. It's the standard antiseptic in 


modern hospitals throughout the world. 
Its cont’‘nuved leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other general antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended. 











Copyright 1948 by Lehn & Fink (Canada) Ltd 





GPCeentsccnnele deunequadumias 
asl ; : 
Oh, golly—then that was why the t FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about timate ! 
grownups ... Not just vour grownups, F F — * pe and its Coates role in married happiness. ; 

‘ se daan ‘ oon ny 4 ail this coupon to Dept. M.H., Lehn & Fink (Canada } 
but ever since the world began. The or Feminine Uaded, SF Henne Aeanen, tarente 3, Geterte. ton : 
| thing was entirely too vast; she couldn’t Hygiene use frankly informing FREE booklet in ploin envelope. : 
| think about it. Not now. She’d talk os : 

Always ask for ‘ it with Hank. Someday. But not 

“WELGROOM” about it vith ank, S ay. o ee hee : 
combs at Department | now. This was enough for now : 
and $ & 10c stores or “Hank,” she murmured, burrowing : 
85. sts. 7 ; ’ ‘ ’ 5 set BOE cceccecosccoe Ce eeeeeeerensersesees 4 
— paar engage into his shoulder. =o Bosad Dipiniectans 7 ® 
re ee re ee ee ae es _ ™ mee OHO 2 
Made in Canada by the makers of “Goody”’ Yes, honey: time : 
Curlers, Wave Clips, Grip-Fast Combs “Nothing. Just so.” Every pny... pete eae tans ’ 
- 


and Barrettes. “You bet, honey. Just so.” 
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At Home Clothes... 


For pattern descriptions and 


details for ordering see next page. 


THESE FOUR gay numbers are for your busy home life... 
in the house ... at your hobby ... in the garden... for 
leisurely evenings around the fireplace. You need plenty such 
items for day-to-day living ... and the most satisfactory, 
inexpensive way of acquiring them is to make them yourself. 


A swish-skirted housecoat, Number 2437, has front-buttoned 
bodice and a conveniently large patch pocket. Three in this 
style give you plenty of change . . . a bright cotton . . . a very 
lightweight pastel wool crepe perhaps... and a_ practical 
fine-waled corduroy. 


Housedress Number 2426 is styled to give you plenty of 
freedom in nonbinding cape sleeves . . . slight shoulder gathers. 
And, a very handy feature, large side-entrance pockets. A gay- 
striped seersucker is a practical thought for your everyday house- 


dresses. 


For the gal who wears slacks rather than housedresses there is 
this three-piece set, Number 1971. Slacks are dart-fitted, have 
front pockets; the long-sleeved blouse is a tailored classic; the 
sleeveless bolero adds a nice note. Try them ina cool dark. cotton. 


There’s always a spot for an extra pretty apron. Number 2304 
has three gathered tiers, bib and shoulder straps crossing ovet 
at back. Great laundry-saver made up in one of the very pretty 
new plastics, 
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Wear it pridefully ... 


There’s a tang of Scottish Mountain air 
in Harris Tweed that fills the expatriate 
Scot with nostalgia. Its tones and hues 
reflect the mists, the heather and the 
skies of the Outer Hebrides. In these 
gale-swept isles the Crofters weave 
the inimitable Harris Tweed on hand 


homs from virgin Scottish Wool. 


Look for the mark on the cloth 
Look for the label on the garment 


HARRIS 
TWEED 


Ltd, 


eat 





Issued by The Harris Tweed Association 
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(Dlegance al ¢ast 
is exemplified in the confidence 
fashionable women everywhere 
place in those Bob Pins, 
Hairpins, Pins, Safety Pins 
and needles which comprise 


Kirby 
Beard 


TRaoeE MARE 





Made in England by Kirby Board & Co. Lid, Birmingham 12 






What Sort of Person 
Are You? 


Answers to Quiz on pages 10 and 11. 


THIS TEST is designed to find out 
whether you are an extrovert or an 
introvert. The terms, “extrovert” and 
“introvert,” describe whether your in- 
terests turn outward or inward. An 
extrovert looks to the world about her 
for stimulus and joy of living . . . she 


| needs people to be happy. An introvert 


receives her stimulus from within herself 
. . . She’s subjective and tends to find 
people a distraction rather than a source 
of inspiration. 











Count the number of times you 
checked A and the number of times you 


checked B. If you have: 

20 A’s you’re an extrovert, 

15 to 19 A’s you have strongly 
extroverted tendencies. 

12 to 14 A’s you’re slightly 
extroverted, 

10 to 11 A’s you’re a blend. 

And conversely, if you have: 

20 B’s you’re an introvert. 
to 19 B’s you 
introverted tendencies. 


15 have strongly 


12 to 14 B’s you’ re slightly introverted, 


10 to 11 B’s you’re a blend. 


Most of neither 


pronounced extroverts nor Introverts 


us, of course, are 

we have a mixture of both charac- 
teristics. We may like to stay home with 
a book one night and go call on friends 
another. But, usually, we tend more to 
one side than another—it’s the ability 
to know our type—to compromise, that 
makes us easy to live with. 

‘Take marriage, for example. How 
successful a wife you are depends to 
a great extent on making adjustments 

if you and your husband don’t quite 
jibe in your types of personality. If 
you’re inclined to be an introvert and 
his business career thrives on knowing 
lots of people—if he’s a politician, a busi- 
ness executive, a salesman or has some 
job where a large circle of acquaintances 
is important, you'll be more valuable 
to him if you’re a good mixer, a popular 
hostess and guest. If, on the other 
hand, his talents lie in creative work; 
if he’s an artist, a scholar, a Ww riter, a 
scientist, he’ll probably announce to the 
world at large when he hits the peak 
of his career, “T owe it all to the little 
woman!” or“ Without my wife this book 
been written !”—if 

with a_ peaceful 


hav e 
him 


would never 


you surround 
domestic atmosphere . . . if you learn 
to subdue your tendencies 


to like staying home .. . within 


extrovert 


. ' 
reason, of course: # 


Pattern descriptions 


2427—-Misses’ housecoat. Sizes 12-20. Size 16: 
5 of 35"; 4% of 39”; 4% of 41”; 3% of 54”. 
Price 25c. 

2426—Misses’ and women’s house dress, 


Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 40, 42. Size 16: 5 of 35”, 
4'2 of 39” or 4% of 41” plaid material. Price 
25c. 

1971—Misses’ slacks, bolero and blouse. 
Sizes 12-20. Size 16, blouse: 2% of 35”; 2% 
of 39” or 41”. Slacks and bolero: 3% of 35”; 
3% of 39”; 2% of 54”, Price 25c. 

2304—Misses’ and women’s apron. One size. 
2% of 35” or 2% of 39” lengthwise striped or 
plain material. Embroidered edging: 9% 
yards of 1” width. Price 25c. 





Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department of Chatelaine Maga- 
zine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 
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FROM THE 


INSTITUTE 


The Bride Sets Her Table 


by Marie Holmes, Director Chatelaine Institute 


APPY the bride who gives careful attention to 

every detail when planning her table trousseau. 

The bride who keeps within a budget—and 

what bride doesn’t these days—will do well to 

consider her table-setting needs before she buys 
a single item. 

Perhaps you’re moving into an apartment or 
small house. Chances are, too, that your husband 
won’t be home for lunch. If so, your daily table 
setting needs will be for the morning and evening 
meals only. You'll want to entertain occasionally, 
too, but you can do this more conveniently if you 
serve the food buffet style on an extension table. 
So with these immediate needs in mind you can 
make a definite shopping list. 


Breakfast for Two 


T’S THE breakfast table that gives you a chance 
| to produce an effect of gay harmony at low cost. 
Choose sturdy dishes of solid color or with bright 
floral pattern. And do be sure they are a stock 
pattern. Then you need only buy double place 
settings, at first, increasing your supply later on. 

You next decide on a contrasting or harmonious 
background cloth or set of mats. Be practical in 
this choice. You'll find table mats easy to launder 
and suitable for tables of any size. 

When selecting your everyday flatware, look over 
the attractive patterns in good-wearing silver plate. 

Glasses for fruit juice belong on the breakfast 
table. Moderately priced glass is now available in 


Table Trousseau 


ESSENTIALS 


Breakfast or Lunch—Four 8- to 9- 
inch plates; four cups and saucers; 
four sauce dishes; four cereal dishes; 
small platter; small vegetable dish; 
sugar bowl, cream jug. 


Dinner—Six 10-inch dinner plates; six 
7- to 8-inch (dessert) plates; six cream 
soups; six bread and butter plates. 


Silver and Glassware 


Breakfast or Lunch—Two place 
settings of plated silver in standard 
pattern (better still, a complete chest 
of 6 or 8 settings); four fruit juice 
glasses; four water tumblers. 


Dinner—Two place settings in ster- 
ling flatware. (Add to these as soon as 
possible.) Six crystal or fine glass water 
goblets; six sherbet glasses. 


Useful Extras—Service plates; vege- 
table dishes; tea and coffee cups; chop 
plate in silverplate; relish dish; butter 
and marmalade dishes; salts and pep- 
pers; serving spoons; carving set— 
plated or sterling. 


Table Linen 


Breakfast or Lunch—Two double 
place mat settings, napkins to match. 
(Choose colors to set off china.) 


Dinner—Four place mat settings, 
matching or contrasting napkins; one 
small tablecloth in linen or rayon 
damask. 


For Entertaining—One large cloth 
for dinner or buffet, matching or con- 
trasting napkins. 


many attractive designs—very personal mono- 
grammed or modern with spiral band, or the more 
ornate feather and bird designs. 


Dinner for Two 


ON’T SAVE your best china and sterling silver 

for that rare event when you have the in-laws 
for dinner. After all, who is more important than 
the new husband? So why shouldn’t his bride set 
for him her loveliest table? 

For your dinner china buy a set of the necessary 
pieces. Points to consider are: good quality, fine 
glaze and a pattern you won’t soon tire of. 

Take a piece of your china with you when you 
go shopping for your cloth or place mats. If the 
dishes have a floral motif, they’ll be much more 
effective against a cloth that picks up the dominant 
color in their decoration. (Note the rose cloth in 
our dinner place setting!) 

Sterling flatware for your dinner table is “ forever.” 
You can buy it in single place settings. So for your 
honeymoon dinners you'll need only two of these 
place settings. Treat this purchase as a lifelong 
investment, giving plenty of attention to the pattern 
you choose. 

Crystal is by far the most sumptuous for dinner 
goblets and other glassware. But since breakages 
are high it’s safer to buy it from open stock. Sim- 
plicity in design and graceful proportions balance 
the floral patterns of some of the new dinnerware. 


Buffet Party Table 


WVERY BRIDE looks forward to the day when 
1) she can entertain “in the grand manner.” It’s 
her big moment as a new hostess. A buffet supper 
party’s best for it gives her an opportunity to use 
many of her showiest gifts all together in artistic 
arrangement, Even if she’s a little unsure of her 
cooking her beautiful table appointments can create 
a sensation that will more than make up for any 
culinary casualties, 

The buffet table on the opposite page is covered 
with pale yellow damask as foil for the deep rose 
glass epergne, the turquoise service plates and the 
flower designs in the other china pieces. 

When entertaining a crowd, you'll need about 
every piece of your silver flatware. So for this why 
not a complete set of good silverplate in a new 
pattern like the one on our buffet opposite? 

Here’s your chance to introduce some of those 
rare heirlooms like the graceful epergne in our 
picture. And who would have thought the huge 
but magnificent tureen could be a most useful and 
decorative service piece for the hot main course of 
the supper? Just shows the scope of the buffet 
style for displaying miscellaneous table appoint- 
ments of special beauty! 


Buffet Table: Silver service and chop plate—Wm. A. 
Rogers; Silver plated flatware—“‘Morning Star"’; Service 
plates— “Sovereign Potters”;Soup tureen—“Wedgwood"; 
Dessert plates, Copper biscuit dish, Candlesticks, 
Epergne—Robt. Simpson Treasure Shop, 


Dinner Place Setting: China—"Gainsboro” Spode; Ster- 
ling flatware—‘‘Stradivari”; Crystal—“Colonial”; Floral 
centrepiece—Bebrés, Canada, 

Breakfast Place Setting: Dishes — “Mornglo”: Plated 
silver flatware—‘‘Remembrance”; Glass- ““Monogram”"; 
Accessories—‘'Henriot-Quimper.” 


Photographed in co-operation with the Robt. Simpson Company 
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Buffet setting’s ideal for entertaining a crowd and displaying to 
advantage handsome wedding gifts of silver, fine china and treasured 


heirlooms. 


Dainty 


flowers and tall candlesticks accent the picture. 


Breakfast for Two will be all the cheerier if 
it’s set with bright pottery against colorful place 


mats. This place setting’s quite inexpensive, too. 


Dinner for Two is pretty important. Make 
it festive with your best china, sterling and erys- 


tal. Cloth picks up the deeper tones of the dishes, 
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TCR LTS 


Soup steaming up its rich, racy 
tang . . . hard-boiled eggs, 
radishes, and celery nestling 
in tender lettuce . . . a plate 
of crisp, golden Ritz — what 
a happy homecoming for the 
head of the house! For Ritz is 
the cracker that adds savour 
fo soups and salads — the 
cracker with the nut-like, 
salted-just-right flavour. Al- 


ways ask for Christie’s Ritz — 


Canada’s Favourite Cracker. 


CHRISTIE, BROWN AND COMPANY, LIMITE 


BAKERIES: 


TORONTO AND WINNIPEG 


D 
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Spring for Seventeen 
Continued from page 21 


“Are you not well, Brenda?” 

wrong, really. We 
played a stupid game and it just upset 
me, that’s all.’’” She knew that her petu- 


lant tone, the ragged edge to her 


“There’s nothing 


voice, 
the tears in her eyes, were becoming 
familiar to her parents, and that their 
patience with her was fast wearing out. 
No wonder. She'd been terrible to live 
with lately. She knew it. She thought: 
But little | do about it. 
Seeing how things are. Seeing that 


there's can 


nothing on earth can change my feelings. 
She held her fitful 


warmth before her. “It’s ridiculous for 


hands out to the 


adults to play such games—”’ she 
murmured, 

Hector Nash was quite aware of the 
sudden tension in the room. It had been 
happening frequently lately. Lowering 
a bulletin he was reading from the Arctic 
Institute and removing his horn-rimmed 
glasses, he glanced at his 17-year-old 
daughter with obvious affection and a 
certain withdrawn, cautious 
“It’s difficult to find 
this 
that 


isn’t ridic ulous,” I 


concern, 


anything In 
modern world 


murmured, glancing 
back with 
pressed longing at 
the Arctic bulletin. 
“But I’m 


glad to be 


Supe 


always 
enlight- 
ened. Have you any forgeries 
suggestions?” To make me 
. of the same 
Knowing that be- 
As those 
hind her ? 
flective trees 
And hesitant 
your name. 


father’s 
banter was a deep 
sensibility to her 
mood and an astute, 
sometimes coldly 
mind that 
dissect her 


logical hand, 
would 
dream with fine, un- But the night 
erring precision 
should she reveal it, 
Brenda lifted her 
arms to her head 


and with 


true; 


yawned 
. ing you, 


How valueless 
although 


assumed careless- 
“Ah, well, 
daddy,” she replied, 
“se ’ A 

I’m And less stream 
after all, perhaps Try 
dream. 


ness. 
tired. 


it’s just that I’m too 
sensitive to—to—”’ 

But she found her- 

self floundering over a sudden abyss that 
loomed where she had thought her mind 
to be. She turned abruptly and stumbled 
blindly, impotent with a sense of despair, 


to the waiting seclusion of her wide 


sweet-smelling attic bedroom. 


Once there she went to the window 


looking 


drawn curtains, sprigged with green, 


and stood out between the 
onto the star-silvered snow beneath her. 
The snow was thick and looked very 
white beneath the midnight sky. Actu- 
ally, it was soiled and ugly after the long 
winter, Soon, she hoped, soon, soon, it 
It had been difficult for 
Dave Miller to drive through, coming 
back from the party, but he 


seemed to notice. 


would be gone, 


hadn't 
He had turned from 
the wheel for a moment and glanced up 
beneath his scrubby, 
brows and had said: 


obstinate eye- 
“Anything the 
matter, ice-cube?” 

And she had struggled to answer him 
without avail. 


“Fellow needs an ice pick, out with 


COUNTERFEIT 


By R. H. GRENVILLE 


Nature has fashioned cunning 
think 
now past, 
breezes 


Here it is fixed forever, as one might 


Capture a landscape with a cunning 
Saying, “This much is changeless!” 


Has a false ring to it 
The loveliness, the lineaments are 


Design and color perfect, but I know, 
Since these must stand forever lack 


they are become, 
Remembered willows by a change- 


shamelessly to counterfeit a 


and then 
even then what?” sh 


you these days 
“Yes, Dave 
had stammered. 
“Oh, for pete’s sake. Now 
going to have a crying jag.” 


even 


you'r 
He ha 
turned back to the silent road and sh 
had known, as she always knew, that 
she had made a fool of herself again. 
Had probably lost once more, the inter- 
est of (in her father’s words) a “really 
rather decent fellow.” 

Dave 
coffee with Brenda and her parents as 
“No,” he’d murmured, taking 


had not cared to come in for 


usual. 
her cold fingers into his still fur-mittened 
ones, on the lowest of the steps before 
“You're all poohed out. I'll 
give you a ring—tomorrow, maybe.” 
Yet, she told herself, if it hadn’t been 
for the game they’d played at the Ben- 
son’s party, the business of Blythe would 
would not 


her house. 


have come 
One of the Benson 
girls had suggested playing what some- 


not surely 
uppermost again. 
one called “associations.” The subject 
of psychoanalysis had been in the air 
lately and most of the young people 
gathered under the Benson roof had 
been eager to play. 

**Right,’”’ Carl 
Freeman had called, 
“Let’s all sit down 
and someone begin 
with a word.” 

Freda Bright had 
shrugged her shoul- 


* ders gracefully, as if 


laughing with her 
body, and had at 
the 
word kite. Then the 


last called out 


this moment is 


“free association” 


with these re- 


had begun, starting 
with Drake 
“Sky,” 


“Clouds 


murmuring | Nii 
Coleridge. 
he’d said. 

string—paper 
grass—sun- 

And so it 
with 


tak- 


ing shorthand notes 


bag 
light 
had gone, 


I understand Morris 


Susan 
of each person’s ans- 
Later, all 
present had joined 
in the final judg- 
ment committee to 


wers, 


“as- 
had 
proved the least 
commonplace. 


dec ide Ww he se 


sociations’’ 


NONE OF it had 
meant a thing of course. But it had been, 
for most of them, a great deal of fun. It 
was difficult, even if you tried 
of them had 


as most 
to make your “‘associa- 
tions” pour out with much originality 
when you were forced to answer 10 of 
them in rapid succession. Those who 
had been original had been so without 
effort there had 


tively few of them. 


and been compara- 


At last someone had named spring- 
time. At the end of the long winter it 
was a word almost anyone might have 
thought of. And Brenda had found her- 
self eighti. 'n line. By the time it was 
her turn she was frantic in her effort t 
make whatever she sa’! original. Up 
until then her own free associations ha: 
seemed dull and simple. She had alread 
suffered agonies on this account, sittin 
beside Dave Miller on the chesterfiel: 
the eyes of the crowd upon her, th 
laughter surging about her ears as th 
teasingly suggested she’d get the lowe 
rating in the room. But they had n 
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@ SINGER shows you how to make slip cov- 


ee 4 itt Ms! ers fit like a glove! How to cut and sew 
* : ; 
og. drapes, valances, bedspreads, too. Course 


in Home Decoration—8 lessons, only $10. 


arn 
nw 
ee 


eaten mh an 


“It was just a storage room — before I 


took those lessons at the SINGER SEWING CENTER!” 





AS YOUR HOUSE a “forgotten” room? A room knack of cutting and fitting slip covers, lining drapes, 
| that hides behind a closed door because no one picking up a color scheme in cushions and spreads. 
ever “gets around” to fixing it up? You'll find every notion from thread arid snaps to 
Why not do it now yourself? It’s easier than drapery weights — cight at your SINGER SEWING ' ae , 
you dreamed — with the help of your SINGER SEWING CENTER! @ You can run up raffles in a twinkling with 
CENTER. : , oe a oe this special SINGER Ruffler. Makes the ruf- 
Stop in today. See how easy it is to “do over” a fle and sews it on all at once/ Quilter, Zipper 
In a few lessons, SINGER experts can show you the room without “doing in” your budget! Foot are timesaving attachments, too! 





@ Row of hemstitching adds a “luxury look” @ Look—two tables in one! Roomy sewing @ Pleats make themselves — when you use @52-page book on home decorating gives 


to bureau scarves, guest towels, glass cur- cabinet designed for storing notions— “Simpleat.” Stitch it across top of drape. diagrams, sewing directions, color charts. 
tains. SINGER does it—for a few cents a handsome occasional piece or night stand, Run rod through openings. Push pleats 25¢ at SINGER SEWING CENTERS. Get 
yard. Also picoting, other fancy finishes. as well. One of many beautiful models. into place. They’re done! See it at SINGER. braid, cording, all your notions there, too! 


FOR YOUR PROTECTION! 


SINGER sells its sewing machines 
and other products only through 
SINGER SEWING CENTERS, identi- 
fhe d by the Re d -—" on the window, 





and never through department 
stores or other outlets. 


Be sure to check the address of vour local 
SINGER SEWING CENTER in your phone book 
— SINGER SEWING MACHINE COMPANY, 


__—> 
Here’s the SINGER SEWING CENTER at 
61-63 King Street, Hamilton, Ont. 
Over a hundred from coast to coast. 
There’s one near you! 
*Registered Trade Mark by 
as sewing or bridge table. THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANYS 


i SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


THERE’S ONE NEAR YOU TO SERVE YOU 





@ SINGER* Portable—! I-pound wonder that 
does the work of a full-size model. Fits 
snugly in special folding table that doubles 
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Dura-Gloss Tropico! —to highlight a British Tweeds Gien Plaid suit and Sally Victor's striking beret 


‘OF Tecinnatiheale wag of Loong 


“I change my fingertip make-up to harmonize 
with my costume,” says beautiful Madelon 
Mason. You, too, can accent each frock with its 
most flattering fingertip shade—and also 
save money. You can own more shades of popular, 


low-priced Dura-Gloss for less than the cost 


> 
ew cone pans ay ee 
oe mS Oehet LAB, Cate 


of a single shade of some other brands. Dura-Gloss 
thriftiness is as smart as its range of 


lovely fashion-right colors. 


a on é 


Cas 


©1948, Lorr Laboratories, (Canada 


known why every idea she voiced had 
seemed so dull and obvious . . . for cat 
she’d actually said cream. It was be- 
cause she had to thrust every thought 
connected with Blythe Harkness away 
from her, lest, in some way, she reveal 
her state of mind regarding him. And 
since almost all her thoughts were ir- 
revocably connected with Blythe, the 
task had been difficult. She had felt an 
inner storm of rage against the origina- 
tors of the game. But the necessity to 


keep a calm face before the gang had- 


kept the tears from her eyes and a thin 
smile upon her wide soft mouth. 

“Hi, Brenda. Springtime—come on.” 
She remembered how their voices had 
startled her. ‘“‘Well, that one’s easy 
enough—lots of ideas there”... “She 
can only see blossoms, and doesn’t want 
to say”... “Well, no wonder—after 
cream for cat... !” 

I’d just like them to know what the 
word does conjure up, she’d thought. If 
I told them that springtime brings to 
my mind kiss and whisper, silver and 
bugle, and yes—and 

“Brenda! We'll give you another 
half-second.” 

Suddenly she had found her voice 
emerging from her lips and falling into 
the firelit, gaily decorated room with a 
sharp anguish in it. Almost unconscious 
of what she was saying, of the meaning 
of the words, she’d blurted out: “All 
right then, springtime: 
bell in a tall tower—a flagon of emerald 
perfume—a kiss The word, short 
and shameful, was forced out of her by 
a powerful bidding she could not with- 
But she hesitated, a tight fear 


I see a copper 


stand. 
rising in her. 

“Good, Brenda, you’ve got two sec- 
onds more.” It was Dave’s voice this 
time. 

““And—and—” Out had come the 
loved name before she could prevent it. 
“Blythe Harkness,” she said. “Blythe 
and a single star in a pool—a lonely 
trembling pool 

For one moment there had been a 
frightful silence in the room, and she 
had kept her eyes closed in an onslaught 
of such shame and fear as almost 
paralyzed her. 

“Well!” It was Cora Cumming’s 
voice. “Well, that certainly wasn’t 
commonplace. Blythe indeed—happily 
married and father of three. My dear 
Brenda, what sort of unconscious inhi- 
bitions have you been harboring this 
while back?” 

“Next one, please.” Bert Stodge’s 
voice had risen above Cora’s. “You, I 
think, Frank. The word is springtime 


BRENDA KNEW the whole affair had 
been taken hilariously and in good spirit 
by everyone present, even including 
Blythe’s sister-in-law, Cora Cummings. 
She knew that she herself should have 
thought no more about it. But she also 
knew that a small town was the last 
place on earth to reveal one’s secret 
dreams or thoughts to a gang of people. 
And actually that was precisely what 
she had done. Someone might have sus- 
pected. And she would never know. 

Still standing before her bedroom 
window she knew once again the mem- 
ory of Blythe’s dark, almost elfin face 
as he’d walked into her office that day 
over a year ago. “Morning—I’ve an 
appointment with Mr. Sturgis. My 
name’s Harkness—Blythe Harkness.” 
His clear, almost amber-colored eyes 
had fastened on her for a moment of 


quick appraisal and she’d found herself 
glad that she had but recently repaired 
her face and smoothed the heavy coils ot 
hair that hung about her shoulders. 
Glad, too, that she’d taken this job with 
Roy Sturgis for the summer. 

“Why, yes, Mr. Harkness.” She'd 
seen Blythe start at the sound of her 
exceptionally low, deep voice. “If you'll 
wait a moment I’Il try to reach him. He’s 
over in the other building at the 
moment.” 

She’d called the building where ex- 
amination of the fine precision instru- 
ments was made, and Roy Sturgis’ voice 
had answered her. “Harkness? Oh, yes 

he’s the up-and-coming young fellow 
from the Weller Institute. One of the 
best young scientists in Canada they 
say. Tell him I'll be right across.” It 
was typical of Roy Sturgis, one of her 
father’s closest friends, to make some 
more or less intimate remark about a 
caller like that. She had known him 
since she was a child. But in this case 
she’d been particularly glad. For, her 
eyes on Blythe, who was now bent over 
a technical magazine on Roy’s table, 
she found herself intensely interested in 
his tall, sparse, energetic figure. 

Blythe Harkness had visited Roy’s 
office on an average of twice a week for 
the next few months. And the less inter- 
est he showed in her the more ardent and 
curious her interest in him became. 
Then, at last, she met tall, tawny- 
haired Cora Cummings at a young 
people’s party. “I’m living with my 
sister,” Cora had said. “Stella Hark- 
ness. I do wish you’d drop in some 
evening and mect the family—they’re 
a riot.” 

She had called Cora a few nights later, 
had been invited over the same evening, 
and had come face to face with Blythe's 
wife. She was a small dark-haired girl 
of 28 or so, with enormous, deep blue 
eyes, a wide, slightly crooked mouth 
and a generous, ready smile. 

“I’ve heard so much about you from 
Blythe,” Stella had said, laughing up at 
Brenda. “He tells me you’re Hector 
Nash’s daughter. It must be wonderful 
to have a famous explorer for a father.” 

She had murmured something appro- 
priate, had looked back into the face of 
the woman who was Blythe’s wife and 
had found herself glad that Stella was 
homely. True, she was interesting look- 
ing. And vibrant. With lots of person- 
ality. But after all... She had turned 
to the large mirror beneath an immense 
Chinese lantern slung from the ceiling 
of the square hall and had glanced for 
a moment at her own tall, voluptuous 
length; at the bronze hair; the winged 
brows; the green eyes; the long, strong, 
perfectly shaped hands. Then for the 
rest of the evening she had found herself 
listening, almost against her will, for 
Blythe’s return. 

“*He’s gone to some lecture or other 
at the library,” Stella had murmured. 
“*He’s out so much in the evenings and | 
can rarely join him because Trudy’s 
only four.” 

She had learned about the children: 
Jim who was nine, Joy who was seven 
and Trudy. But Stella had not sug- 
gested taking her upstairs to see them. 
And she had been glad. She was not 
very interested. The main interest that 
drew her to the Harkness house was 
Blythe himself. It was something sh« 
could not help. She had fought against 
it for months. Had gone out with all the 
dates she could. And had ruined each 
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one, eventually, as she thought she must 
have ruined her chance with Dave to- 
night, because of the overwhelming 
fascination Stella’s husband held for her. 
She was, she told herself—-whether 
others suspected it or not, as yet 


deeply, even madly, in love with Blythe. 


TURNING AT last from her window, 
she undressed in the darkness of her 
room, and, sliding between the cool 
sheets, lay with her eyes closed against 
the visions that burned on their surface. 
She remembered that first night at 
Blythe’s house so vividly. How, around 
ten-thirty, he came loping into the 
house calling for coffee. How he stopped 
at the living-room door to let out a low, 
soft ejaculation on sight of her: “Well, 
well—now isn’t this something!” How 
she managed to glance up at him with- 
out moving an inch from her position 
and how with a few slow indolent strides 
he was beside her, fumbling for his 
cigarette case, offering her one. 

Later, when they'd all had coffee, 
Blythe had suggested driving her home. 
“I wish you would, dear,” Stella told 
him. “I want to put some dried fruit to 
soak and make the oatmeal for the 
morning. I'll be through by the time 
you get back.” 
suggestion of dried fruit and oatmeal 
had seemed between the flames of the 
fire and Blythe’s watchful yet carefree 


How incongruous the 


cyes. 

Outside, with the snow that year piled 
high and crisp, and the sky like dusky 
velvet slung a million miles above them, 
Blythe took her arm lightly and steered 
her toward his car. “It’s a bit of a 
mess,” he muttered, helping her in. “‘The 
kids used it for a sleigh party.” 

She sat beside him silently because 
she could think of nothing to say. After 
a few minutes he seemed to sense her 
discomfort: “Cigarette?” he proffered, 
reaching into a pocket with one free 
hand. And they smoked without talk- 
ing and the air within the car was filled 
with the aroma of cigarettes and, she 
felt sure, with the muffled sound of her 
own beating heart. 

When he finally pulled up outside her 
house, Blythe made no attempt to fol- 
low her, but opened the window and 
leaned against it, calling to her: “By 
the way, I met your dad at the lecture 
tonight. He wants me to do some re- 
search with him. Will you tell him I'd 
like to begin tomorrow evening—the 
way he suggested? About nine?” He 
paused for a moment, looking at her 
standing in the moonlight. “I wasn’t 
sure when he asked me, if I could,” he 
said, “but now I| think I will.” 

She stood immobile, halfway between 
the curb and the steps of the house, and 
looked back at him. “Yes,” she said, 


“ ” 
of course. 


“Anyone ever tell you how winter 


suits you?” he said, sliding the window of 


the car slowly up between his face and 
her own again. But he hadn’t waited for 
an answer. His foot was on the starter 
and with a brief wave of his hand he 
was gone. She had made the steps 
slowly, wondering about the way he had 
looked at her; wondering what he had 
meant by: “But now I think I will.” 
When she finally stood at her own living- 
room door she could feel her face flushed 
with a tide of fresh blood. And she had 
not wanted her parents to see her eyes. 

From then on, at least one or two 
evenings a week, Blythe Harkness had 
spent at the Nash home. True, the two 
men were always closeted up in her 


father’s study. But there always came 
an end to the evening when her mother 
would say: “ Brenda, be a dear and make 
some coffee, will you? And there’s fresh 
cake in the tin—and sandwiches in the 
frig.” It was the signal for that half 
hour beside Blythe for which Brenda 
had, during the last eight months, given 
up all outside activities, no matter with 
whom. They would sit together, her 
mother and she and the two men, with 
the hot, fragrant cups inviting talk, the 
sandwiches fast disappearing beneath 
Blythe’s onslaught, and the lamp light 
spilling over his unruly hair. She would 
often retire to bed later, unable to sleep 
for the intoxicating memory of the touch 
of Blythe’s hand upon her own, saying 
goodnight; a glance from his eyes when 
they stumbled upon each other’s 
thought; a phrase from his lips that 
seemed particularly directed toward 
herself; or the way in which he might toss 
papers aside when she entered with the 
loaded tray, and leap up to relieve her 
of the burden. ‘‘Careful, Blythe,” she’d 
said once, “the coffeepot is full and it’s 
steaming hot.” His hands had touched 
hers beneath the tray as he went to take 
it from her, and for a moment he had 
stood, without moving, the tray held 
between them. Then he’d laughed and 
said: “Oh, I’ve been trained in this 
kind of harness a long, long time. I 
haven’t spilled coffee on anyone’s rug 
for years!’ She’d retire to bed, stitching 
a thousand threads of meaning into 
his merest words, 


AND NOW tonight, having made Dave 
Miller miserable with her behavior, hav- 
ing startled the gang at the Benson’s 
party with her sudden outburst, she 
was lying in bed again, alone in the 
darkness, her mind filled with nothing 
but thoughts of Blythe. The only differ- 
ence was that this year she was con- 
vinced that Blythe was also in love with 
her. Not that he had made any definite 
signs, of course. That wouldn’t have 
been like him. He had simply let her 
know, in his own subtle way, that he 
found her terribly attractive. After all, 
once a girl began to get mixed up with 
kitchen saucepans, aprons, dust mops, 
porridge and howling children, the 
decayed—there re- 
mained only a vague kind of companion- 
ship. But it wasn’t love. 
blinding, ecstatic pulse in the veins. A 
song, forever enthralling, in the heart. 

When she thought about it, it seemed 
to her that no one on earth had ever 


essence of love 


Love was a 


savored the concept of love as she knew 
it. It created a spangle over everything 
she did and thought. The ingredient of 
love, she told herself, was single and 
nameless: bright as a flame and as 
fragile as a rose. Too many people had 
tried to name love without success. 
And too many people had tried to make 
it fit into a pattern of life that never 
could, and never would, contain love at 
all. But she knew what love was. And 
so did Blythe Harkness. Surely his 
glances had told her so? It was for her 
to forget the ordinary precepts of one 
more ordinary marriage and to lead 
Blythe in the paths of love along which 
only she could find the way. 

With such thoughts pressing upon the 
young fibre of her mind, Brenda fell 
asleep at last. When she wakened, win- 
ter sunlight rained into her room from a 
high cold sky and the green curtains 
were almost a clear yellow in the morn- 
ing light. 

Her mother was calling up the stairs: 
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“Telephone, darling—are you awake? 


Brenda glanced at the clock. She had 
slept in. It was already 11. Throwing a 
wrap around her shoulders, she went 
hastily down the stairs. 

Cora Cummings was on the line. 
“Hello, Brenda. I’ve just met Dave 
Miller in the post office. He said some- 
thing about your being upset last night. 
I do hope that anything I said wasn’t —” 

Brenda laughed audibly for Cora’s 
benefit and gritted her teeth. ‘Why, of 
course not—what did you imagine? 
Such a silly thing 

“Well, I’m glad.” There was a slight 
pause. Then: “Of course | simply had 
to tell Blythe and Stella this morning—” 

“Cora, you didn’t!” 

“Well, of course. There was nothing 
to it. Blythe was awfully flattered. As 
a matter of fact he and Stella want you 
to come and spend next week end with 
us. Blythe said something about your 
parents going to Ottawa for a week—” 

Brenda could hardly find her voice. 
Hler mind, fully awake now, was in 
chaos. She found it impossible to gather 
immediately the full implication of all 
that Cora was saying. She answered 
weakly, with one side of her mind a 
blank: “Yes, daddy and mum are going 
to Doctor Gardiner’s place. The doctor 
is leaving for South America and daddy 
is quite anxious to see him before h« 
OCS. 

“Well, were you thinking of going 
with them?” 

Brenda hesitated. She had made up 
her mind be fore she fe II aslec p last night 
that she would be bold and frank where 
Blythe was concerned in future. And 
now here was Blythe, know ing how she 
had used his name last night, knowing 
how she must have had him on her mind, 
deliberately asking her to spend a week 
end in his house. It was unbelievable 
wonderful! If she could spend a few 
days with Blythe and his family she 
could prove to herself, and to him, for- 
ever, how ordinary and how lifeless, in 
the true sense of the word, was his mar- 
riage. She answered Cora as if deliber- 
ately concentrating upon a Wwe izhty 
problem. “I bad been thinking of join- 
ing mother and dad. But actually 
they’re not so keen, on my _ behalf. 
They’ll be mostly a much older crowd.” 

“Well, think it over. Stella and Blythe 
would love to have you. And on Satur- 
day we’re having a party. We thought 
of asking Dave. As a matter of fact, | 
did ask him just now.” 

“Oh?” She hardly cared what Dave 
had said. But she must keep up appear- 
ances. And after all he really was a 


swell person. “Did he say he’d come?” 


“Said he’d make a point of it—if you 
were going to be the re,” 

“Well—” Brenda didn’t care about 
Dave. She felt a pulse hammering in her 
temple; the same old flush invading her 
face even when she thought of Blythe. 
Here she was now, acc pting an invita- 
“Well,” she 
repeated, unable either to understand or 
stem the suffocation she felt in her 
throat. “T’ll speak to mother. I’m sure 
she’ll be delighted. And—well, I’d love 
to come, Cora.” 


tion to stay in his home. 


“Then unless we hear differently, 
we'll expect you—say on the Thurs- 
day?” 

“Yes,” murmured Brenda, her face 
flaming now, her eyes bright. “Yes, and 
Cora, do thank—”’ 

“Stella?” Cora’s voice was light and 
friendly. There were no undercurrents 
in it. She cannot suspect, thought 


Brenda. Cora was adding: “T’ll tell 
Stella. She’d have been on the fing 
herself, but she’s out in the garden wit} 
Trudy, pushing prunes for eyes int 
the face of a snowman. Trudy dreads 
the spring, with no snow 

They hung up then, and Brenda went 
slowly back to her room, 


ON THURSDAY afternoon of the next 
veek Brenda was met on the Harkness 
veranda by Joy. The child was covered 
with sand and sitting astride a large 
wooden engine. “You're not a pigeon!” 
she called out, on seeing Brenda, her 
eager Clear eyes appraising every inch of 
he r. 

Brenda never found it easy to talk to 
children; especially when they took the 
initiative. ‘No, dear, why?” she asked, 
placing her pale-colored overnight case 
on one of the steps. 

“Nothing,” murmured Joy placidly, 
beginning to puff like an engine and to 
wriggle her legs. “Only I heard daddy 
tell Aunt Cora that you were the most 
beautiful pigeon he’d ever seen. Wasn't 
that funny?” 

Brenda laughed. But it was forced 
and she felt confused. What should she 
say to the child? It was going to be dith- 
cult staying in Blythe’s house if this 
was the kind of thing he’d been saying. 
Yet she felt oddly thrilled. “Shall I ring 
the bell, Joy, or will you tell mummy I’m 
here—or what?” 

Joy was wriggling her legs frantically 
now and pufling with furious and loud 
abandon as she swayed to and fro on 
the engine’s fender. “The bell doesn’t 
ring,” she said. “‘Daddy’s been going 
and going to fix it. Do I sound like an 
engine, Brenda?” 

3ut to Brenda there seemed an un- 
breachable chasm between her and the 
child. They spoke a totally different 
language and any attempt on her part 
to decipher the child’s meaning would, 
she felt, prove embarrassing. She could 
not afford to be embarrassed in Blythe’s 
home. “‘Look, Joy,” she said gently, 
“T’ve come to stay with you for a few 
days and it’s a little cold standing out 
here, shall |—” 

At this instant Blythe drew his 
slightly battered car to a stop before the 
house. “‘Well, well,” he called gaily, 
slamming the car door behind him, 
“What’s the matter—Joy want you to 
try out Piffin?” 

“What do you mean?” Brenda asked 
him, a quick smile lighting her eyes, 
her mind racing back toward the knowl- 
edge of his awareness of her outburst at 
the party. He knew how she felt about 
him now. He must. He would make this 
visit easy for her. Easy for them both. 
Of this she was certain. 

“Hasn’t she introduced you to Piffin 
yet?” Blythe stood directly in front of 
Brenda, laughing down candidly into 
her face. “Oh, dear me, that is an omis- 
sion.” He turned toward his small 
daughter. “Or have you changed the 
name?” he asked her. 

“No,” Joy said, “but I like Piff best. 
It’s shorter, like Puff.’ 

Blythe laughed. “I think you have 
something there,” he said. “‘And now 
how about getting off Piff for a moment 
and leading the way in?” 

Brenda watched Joy straddle one 
fat leg over the side of the engine and 
then, dragging the scarlet toy behin« 
her, scramble across the mounds of! 
fast-disappearing snow that covered th« 
garden. “And is Brenda coming too?’ 
she called. 
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of Canada, 


Blythe picked up 
and touched her elbow 
lightly with his fingers. “You don’t 
mind the back door?” he asked. “It 
saves Stella a lot of mess in the hall.” 

In the kitchen they found Stella bent 
over the table mixing fruit cake. “Oh, 
goodness!” she exclaimed, looking up, 
her hair damp about her temples, a 


“Vou bet!” 
Brenda’s case 


voluminous apron many sizes too big for 
narrow waist. 
She put 
the wooden spoon down in the bowl, 
wiped her slightly reddened hands on a 
cloth and came toward Brenda. “I’m 
smiling, 
with a_half- 
glance, but 


“You 
9° 


her wound around her 
“T’d no idea it was that late.” 


so glad you’re here,” she said, 
looking up at Blythe 
ashamed, half-questioning 
not moving to touch or kiss him, 
know, I did the most stupid thing 

“You don’t say!” Blythe had moved 
over to the table and was inspecting the 
contents of the mixing bowl. 

Stella laughed and moved back to the 
table. “Yes,” she said, taking up the 
spoon again and beginning to mix the 
cake with vigor. She turned to Brenda. 
“T sent all the cake I’d made weeks ago, 
to Britain, and forgot to leave out any 
for the family. So now, at this late date, 
I’m making fresh—it won’t be nearly so 
nice I’m afraid.” 

*“Aw, who cares 
coming oe in 
‘May I scrape out the bowl when you’ re 
through, mom?” he asked, glancing only 
casually at Brenda who still stood in the 
middle of the kitchen. 

“You must excuse us, 
turning toward his son, 
saying how 
Jim?” 

Jim was perched on the corner of the 
table. ““— do!” he nodded at Brenda 
and then gazed again 
fascination at the brown, 
mass in the bowl. “Can I, mom?” he 
re peated, 

“If there’s any left,” Stella 
glancing up at him with a curiously 
intimate and quiet smile. “You gas- 
tronomical maniac you 

Cora came into the room then, 
Trudy in her arms. “‘Oh, here you are,” 
“T thought I heard your 
Brenda.’ 

““You’re imagining things,” said Stella, 
still mixing the cake with gusto. “‘The 


’ It was young Jim 
from the hall. 


‘“~ offered Bly t he, 
“How about 
do you do to our visitor, 


he said. 


with dec pest 
succulent 


said, 


with 


she called. 


voice, 


poor child hasn’t been able to get a word 
in edgewise since she got in—have you, 
Brenda? 

“Well, I told you the family was a 
riot,” proffered Cora. “We never do 
treat our visitors any differently than 
we treat each other—which isn’t saying 
an awful lot, I assure you.” 

“Yes, well,” Stella turned to smile at 
Brenda, “If you'll go upstairs with 
Cora, “Blythe will take your 


bag and then perhaps he’ll loosen him- 


” she said, 

self up from his journals long enough to 

entertain you until ready. 

We're just having scraps tonight. I 
; 9 

won't be long 


: 
dinner’s 


THE FOLLOWING morning, w aking 
rather later than usual, Brenda was met 
at the foot of the stairs by Joy: “Aunt 
Cora says you'll take us to the museum, 
Brenda—will you?” 

“To the museum?” 

“Yeah!” Jim bounded out 
nowhere, a mouth organ 
“Hey, listen to this,” He began playing 
loudly, rolling his eyes at Brenda, and, 
alter a few minutes, stamping his feet 
furiously on the hardwood floor, “‘ Know 
what that is?” 


from 
his hands. 


Brenda began to feel limp. “I’m 
afraid I don’t, Jim.” 

He eved her blandly. Then he took 
the instrument from his month for time 
enough to blurt out: “‘It’s called * Por- 
cupine.’ I made it up myself.” 

$¢W ell!” 
her way to the dining room, 
searching for Blythe. 

The children followed her. 

“Daddy said he was sure you’d take 


Brenda was trying to wend 
her eyes 


us,” said Joy, her blue eyes intent upon 
Brenda’s face. “*Won’t you?” 

“They've only just built the museum,” 
said Jim, tossing the mouth organ onto 
the dining-room table. “* Look, 
beat Duke I 
listen r 

The noise was deafening, and Brenda 


hear me 


Trudy’s drum. ‘llington 


was dying for coffee. “‘Where’s mum- 
my?” she asked weakly. 

“Trudy spilt ink all over her bed and 
mummy’s down in the cellar washing 
Joy’s eyes never left 
“But you will take us, 
please?’ 
promised Jim. 
Stop pestering, 


” 


out the clothes. 
Brenda’s face. 
won't you, please 

“Of course she will,’ 
“Didn’t daddy say so? 
and now listen to this.” 

Brenda flopped down in the nearest 
chair with confusion and misgiving. Oh, 
heavens, she thought, all day today and 
Blythe is home 
before I can really see ene of him. 
She turned to Jim: “Look, Jim, that’s 
an awful noise for so early in the morn- 
ing, don’t you think?” 

“Early?” He looked at her in amaze- 
ment. “‘Why, 


ago. He makes up tunes, too, and plays 


tomorrow before 


dad had breakfast hours 


them on the mouth organ while I| play 
the drum. You ought to hear the racket 
then!” 

Stella was at the dining-room door, 
Brenda,’ 


“Trudy had an accident. 


‘I’m so sorry, * she laughed. 
T here’s coffee 
Blythe’s gone 
But I’ll make some 
ight away and we'll have break- 
fast together.” 

“And then,” 
take us to the museum, 

“Well—” 
at Brenda. 

But Brenda rose from her chair. If 
Blythe had would take the 
children to the museum, then she would. 
Why, he might even be there himself. 
It. was possibly a plan on his part to get 
her out of the 
less to himself for a while. 


on the stove, and cereal. 
ages ago of course. 


toast 


“ 
can she 
,>? 
mummy? 
Stella hesitated, 


persisted Joy, 


glancing 


said she 


get her more or 
“Of course I 
will, Joy, after I’ve had my breakfast,” 
she murmured. “I'd love to.” 

But Blythe was not in the museum, 
and when she finally returned with Jim 
and Joy at lunch time, 


house, 


Brenda was ex- 
hausted with the vigor of their incessant 
questioning and the challenge of their 
s. She slept during most of the 
afternoon and in the evening Blythe did 
not appear for dinner. 


a dinner for 


candid eyc 


“He's gone to 
some of the students,” 
Stella said, ladling soup out for the 
children. “But tomorrow 

““He’s got to be home then,” 
Jim, his mouth full of bread, 
party—” 


muttered 
“for the 


THE NEXT evening Brenda cloistered 


herself in the guest room away from the 


children. It had arrived at last: the 
evening of the party; the evening when 
she might have Blythe to herself for a 
lew moments; the evening when she 
would be able to think and breathe and 
act as a single individual, alone, secure 

dominating, even, the scene. She 
must, she mused, look as lovely as she 
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could. For half an hour she brushed her 
hair until it gleamed like bronze be- 
neath her fingers. Then she took a large 
bottle of cologne, her towels and sponge, 
and made her way to the bathroom. But 
she found the bath full of small boats, 
a length of string and a rubber life raft. 
Stella was at the medicine 
wrapped in a worn bath robe. 
“T’ll never be ready in time,” Stella 
said, half-laughing over her shoulder at 
Brenda. “Trudy’s upped her supper 


cabinet 


all the excitement, I guess. If you want 
a bath, Brenda, I’m afraid you’ll have 
to empty it yourself—I’m so 

“Hi, Stella, here she 
Where’s the bowl?” It 
from the next 
Stella flew 


sorry, 
again. 
was Blythe's 


“Oh, 
from the bath- 


goes 


voice room, 


” 
heay ens: 


room and Brenda heard her telling 
Blythe: “There, dear—there, right 


under your hand.” 

For a long moment Brenda stood be- 
fore the small 
gazed at her own reflection. She felt 
suddenly depressed. She felt irritable 
and on edge: the way she had so often 
felt at home, during the last few months. 
In this house, in which she had wanted 
to reign as a lovely, harmonious, capti- 
vating influence, she now felt locked out 
from the life that 
there. 


bathroom mirror and 


lived 
The feeling dismayed her. But 
tonight, she told herself, when she was 
dressed, when Blythe should dance with 
her, when once again she could feel 


was actually 


alone with him, could look into his eyes 
without fear of observation, then she 
would reassure herself of the truth that 
lay—secret, seductive and unspoken 
between them. 

An hour later, and fully 
Brenda was making her way across the 
upper hall to the stairs when she ran 


dressed, 


into Stella who was still in her bathrobe. 
“Listen, Brenda,” 
imposing on you terribly, I’m afraid. 
But Blythe’s down cracking ice, Cora’s 
putting Joy to bed, and I’ve simply got 


Stella said, “‘we’re 


to get dressed. Would you mind very 
much staying with Trudy for about 10 
minutes? She’s all right now. She’ll be 


” 


asleep in no time—but just in case 


“Of course not.” Brenda slipped into 
the darkened room, fumbled for a chair 
and sat down opposite the tiny bed. 
“I’ve been sick, Bwenda!”” There was 
a soft stir of covers and a small sigh. 
Brenda wanted once again to answer 
But it 
seemed to her as if the small voice came 
to her from the end of a once familiar, 


a child in a child’s own way. 


but now interminably long untrodden 
road, She felt that if she spoke, Trudy 
would neither hear nor understand. 
“Bwenda a 
“Ves, dear. Yes, I can. 
**I’ve been sick. And daddy said he 
was my doctor. That’s funny, Bwenda, 
isn’t it?” 
“Yes, darling, yes. Now try to go to 
sleep, will you?” 
“Will you tell me a story?” 
“But—but I don’t know any stories 
you'd like Trudy. Really I don’t.” 
The voice was sleepy now: “ My daddy 
he knows lots and lots. Will you 
tell daddy to come?” 


can’t you hear me 


” 


does 


““Daddy’s busy, darling. Go to sleep 
now.” 

The covers rustled again as if a bird 
were shuffling on a lonely bough and in 
a moment Brenda child’s 
soft regular breathing. Then Blythe was 
at the door, a flashlight in his hand. 
“Everything okay?” he whispered. 

Brenda did not turn. Inexplicable 
tears, hot and bewildering, were creep- 


heard the 
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She could not 
Blythe stepped softly into the 
room and shone the dim flashlight over 
the face of his small daughter. “The | 
little minx,” he murmured, “she got a 
can of peanuts from somewhere and ate 
the lot.” He turned the flash about the 
room for a moment until it shone on 
Brenda’s gold sandals, up over her crim- 
son gown, over her bare shoulders, then 
on her face. He stepped toward her. 
Gently he placed an arm about her 
waist and drew her to her feet: “Pretty | 
hard to take all in a wallop like this, | 


ing down her cheeks. 
speak, 





eh, Brenda?” is 


For one instant she leaned against | 
him: “‘I—I don’t know what you mean, | 
Blythe.” 

The flashlight still on her face, he 
lifted his free hand and wiped away a 
tear that trickled against her nose. “It | 
was one of the reasons Stella and | 
asked you to come,” he said gently. 
“Better to get it over now, than—well, 
than later, when you might keep a good 
guy waiting for the count.” 

With sudden, understanding tender- 
ness, he led her toward the door. As 
they crossed the landing she saw Dave 
waiting at the bottom of the stairs: 
“Hi, Brenda—come and dance?” 

“Nice guy,” murmured Blythe. He 
took Brenda’s arm as they went down 
the stairs. ““You know,” he murmured, 
still very gently, “we all go through 
these things. Stella hada beaut. Kept me 
waiting for over two years—she was 
just 17 and a half!” 

Then he left her, and she found herself 
in Dave’s arms. They danced over to a 
corner of the large hall and he looked 
down into her face. “‘ How’s tricks?” he 
asked. But she couldn’t answer him. 
Shame and a deep humiliation flooded 
her. And anger. How dare Blythe take 
it upon himself to hint that—? Had she 
ever given him the slightest reason for 
supposing that—? But she couldn’t 
reach the end of such questions. Some- 
how, at the moment, she dare not. She 
looked up at Dave and tried to smile. 
she 
managed to say. And once again she felt 
the tears swimming to the surface of 
her eyes. 

“Come,” Dave said abruptly. “Let’s 
out to the kitchen for a coke or some- 
thing.” 

The kitchen was empty. On the table 
lay Stella’s fruit cake. Inroads had 
already been made upon it. Dave cut 
a slice for Brenda and then, leaning 
against the refrigerator, he eyed her 
calmly. “Look,” he said, slowly. 
““What’s the percentage in all this—for 
you, and for me?” 

Anger and suppressed irritation burst 
from her then: “You wouldn’t under- 
stand. You couldn’t. Nobody could. 
It’s not me. It’s the others. They 
simply don’t know the meaning of 
The whole thing’s fan- 


“Oh, everything’s simply tops,” 


well, of love. 
tastic 

“You've said it!” answered Dave. 
““What do vou know of love?” 

“Love—love! Who's using such a| 
word in this house?” It was Blythe, 
standing at the door. 

Dave looked embarrassed. “Brenda 
was just trying to define it,” he mut-| 
tered lightly. 

Blythe took up a large slab of cake. | 
‘Lovely time for defining love,” he said, | 
grinning. “Spring coming, and all.” 

“Well,” said Brenda, more nettled than 
ever now, and determined to let Blythe | 
think she did not care. “Do you think 
you could define “ur 
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“I might give you an idea—for what 
it’s worth gs: 

“Let's hear it,” said Dave, his eyes 
on Brenda’s face. 

“Well,” returned Blythe, biting into 
the cake, not looking at Brenda, “I'd 
say it was rather like this fruit cake. 
Beneath the very necessary icing there 
are a dozen or more ingredients. 
They've all got to be mixed well and 
baked well, mind you, before the final 
package is good to the taste at all.” 

“Ingredients?” Brenda, 
her hands, behind her, holding on to the 
knob of the kitchen cupboard.“ Such as?” 

“Oh, well, such things as patience, 


the ability to wait, and the 


murmured 


tolerance 


ability to laugh. Courage——lots of cour- 


age. And 


else—the ability to sift star dust from 


perhaps more than anything 


the dust of the road beneath one’s feet. 
Love is tramping along a rocky road 
with someone, not winging it through 
the stars. But most of us come awful 
croppers before we find out. And now, 
how’s that for a definition from an old 
married man?” 
Dave coughed. “‘Not bad. Not bad 
at all,” he murmured, glancing overtly 
at Brenda. “‘And now, Bren—how about 
another dance? 

“Not this time,” said Blythe.“ It’s my 
turn.” 


The Devil's Court 
Continued from page 33 


contrite. “I’m sorry. I’m not surprised 
that I gave you a start. Completely 
forgot about my make-up.” 
“Make-up? What for?” 
“Summer theatre. We're rehearsing 
called, ‘The Devil’s Court.’ 


I heard your starter 


a play 
Dress rehearsal. 
groaning and came over to see if | 
.. never thought of making 


Do I look par- 


could help . 
myself human first. 
ticularly gruesome?” 

Nancy relaxed, The effects of her 
She smiled. The 
have a very 

Perhaps a 


shock had vanished. 
man seemed to 


' 
agreeable 


young 
personality. 
miserable situation might turn into a 
“T thought you 
rather handsome in a repulsive sort of 
way.” 


pleasant adventure. 


“The repulsive part is my person- 
ality, the handsome, my costume. But 
what do we do about you?” 

“Do you think you can get the car 
started?” 

He shook his head dubiously. “My 
experience with automobiles which have 
got wet is that nothing helps but to 
let them dry out. It might be 10 
minutes—it might be several hours.” 

““So I sit here and wait.” 
alternative. 
watch our dress rehearsal.” 


“There is an Come 

“Can you recommend the play?” 

“T have to. I wrote it. As an added 
attraction, I might say that the theatre 
is warm and dry.” 

Nancy looked down at her thin-soled 
shoes. “Won’t I get awfully wet en 
route?” 

“You hold the umbrella. 

9” 
you. 


Pll carry 


HIS ARMS seemed very strong and 
capable. Nancy, shielding herself from 
the rain with the umbrella as he strode 
purposefully through the trees, felt un- 
accountably thrilled. She watched his 
face in the occasional flashes of light- 


And then, at last, she was in Blythe 
arms, Gently he drew her to him. “Y; 
know,” he said, his chin near the top « 
her head, “you'd have to go a long wa 
before you’d find a nicer guy tha 
Dave.” 

For one last glorious moment s} 
allowed herself to feel Blythe’s arn 
about her, to lean her face ever so gent! 
She thought: 
copper bell in a tall tower—a flagon « 
emerald perfume—a kiss... They we: 
the things of spring, for 17. But later 
later, came love: spilled ink, she thought 
and peanuts——reddened bands and kitchen 
towels—sand and engines and bedtime 
... And in that moment, peering 
down at her face intently, Blythe smiled. 
“All okay, now?” he said. 


Then he led her beneath the great 


against his shoulder. 


stories 


vivid Chinese lantern that swung from 
“Here, young lady,” he 
it’s al- 
and time flies so, it'll 


the ceiling. 
murmured, “we're forgetting 
most springtime 
soon be summer!” 

She knew just what he meant. Knew 
he remembered. Knew he understood. 
And as he held her face between his 
hands and kissed her, just missing her 
trembling found herself 
wishing with all her heart—but quite 
without reason, she assured herself—that 
he were Dave instead. @ 


mouth, she 


ning. Strangely, the make-up wasn’t 
incongruous at all. It only seemed to 
emphasize an inate deviltry in the 
strongly accented features. 

They rounded a small hill. Nancy 
could see the lighted windows of a big 
wooden structure gleaming through the 
pouring rain. “That it?” 

He nodded. “Used to be old Mr. 
Hoskins’ barn.” 

“Of course.” Nancy smiled, “I 

I visited Mr. Hoskins once 
friends. It looks different 


remember. 
with my 
now.” 

“We converted it into a theatre... 
put a big fireplace in to heat it. Inci- 
dentally, my name is Wilkes . . . Roger 
Wilkes.” 

“I’m Nancy Hilton ... stranded on 
my way to visit the Chesters. Do you 
know them?” 

“Slightly.” 

“How nice!” 
“That 


Nancy’s voice was 
warm, makes this all rather 
cozy.” 
He set 
entrance, 


outside the 
She stepped in and paused, 
looking around her. Then she laughed. 

It was really quite a spectacle. The 
far side of the huge barn was swarming 
with devils—short ones, tall ones, fat 
ones and lean ones. Some, with their 
horns pushed back, were emoting to one 
another in last-minute review. Others 
were fixing their costumes. A small 
group in one corner were drinking what 
looked like beer, and arguing. At one 


her down just 


side of the barn was a huge rudely 
constructed fireplace in which giant red 
and yellow flames toe-danced on thick 
logs, casting eerie flickering shadows 
everywhere. The rude log benches in 
front of the large stage were almost 
empty, the actors evidently preferring 
the stage even when resting. Some of 
the actors, doubling as stagehands, wer 
busy moving scenery, setting up the 
stage as an elaborate courtroom. Nancy 
turned to Wilkes. ‘How did you ever 
get so many people?” 

““No problem.” He smiled. ‘Most 
people have two secret ambitions. The 
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first is to wear a costume .. . the second 
to be able to act like a devil and get 
away with it. I satisfy both.” 

“When do you start rehearsing?” 

“We've already started . . . finished 
the first act. What you see are prepara- 
tions for the second act the courtroom 
scene. Come over to the fire. I'll get 
you a drink.” 


NANCY SAT down on one of the log 
benches near the fireplace and watched 
him. There was a huge pot of coffee 
and several bottles on the floor near the 
grate. Wilkes half-filled two tall narrow 
cups with the coffee. Then he poured 
from three of the bottles to bring the 
liquid almost to the top of the cups. 
He took a long thin bamboo stick, held 
it in the fire until it caught flame, then 
thrust the point into the cups. Blue- 
white flames flared and burned with a 
curious intensity until he blew them 
out. He left the cups cool for a moment, 
then handed one to her. “Try it.” 

Nancy sipped tentatively. It tasted 
like thick sweet strong coffee, but there 
was a tingling strength in it. She liked 
it. She drank slowly, savoring the 
warmth creeping all through her body 
to her fingers and toes. 

One of the other devils approached. 
Wilkes said, ‘Everything ready?” 

“The scene’s set. Cynthia hasn’t 
shown up yet, though. Guess the rain 
scared her away.” 

“Damn!” Wilkes’ frown was black. 

Nancy was curious. “Who is 
Cynthia?” 

“She’s the defendant—the one who’s 
supposed to be on trial. We can go 
ahead without her, I guess. She doesn’t 
say anything. The chorus answers for 
her. All she has to do is sit up there 
and look pretty. But I hate not to 
have every spot filled at a dress re- 
hearsal.” 

Nancy felt a queer twinge of excite- 
ment. “‘Couldn’t I take her place? 
Or don’t you think I'd look pretty 
enough?” 

His eyes glanced sideways at her. 
“You know the answer to that.” He 
stood up and clapped his hands sud- 
denly. “All right, everybody! Places!” 

He took Nancy’s hand and led her 
up to the stage. The judge was at his 
desk. The jury was in their box. Devils 
swarmed everywhere. The firelight 
danced. The rain pounded on the roof. 
Everything was curiously nightmarish 
to Nancy—nightmarish and strangely 
exciting. She sat down in the de- 
fendant’s chair. She looked up into 
Wilkes’ smiling eyes. “This is fun. 
What am I accused of?” 

“The worst crime against the King- 
dom of Hell . . . unselfishness.” 

“What an intriguing idea. And the 
penalty?” 

“Eternal banishment from the tor- 
tures of the black pit. Scared?” 

She shook her head. “Thrilled.” 

“Good.” He looked around him. 
“All ready? Curtain!” 

The judge adjusted his spectacles and 
peered through them at Nancy. “Young 
lady, you are here on a very grave 
charge. It is asserted that you have 
been observed on numerous occasions 
doing things without regard for your 
own profit. A loathsome business.” He 
turned his head aside and spat. “How 
do you plead, guilty or not guilty?” 

Nancy’s eyelids flickered. 

The prosecutor stood out in front of 
the jury of devils. He was a short fat 


devil with stringy whiskers. One stubby 
forefinger was pointed at Nancy. Hi 
voice was shrill. “Guilty or not guilty?” 

Nancy swallowed. Wilkes hadn't 
given her any lines to speak. She 
looked weakly at him. He smiled 
encouragingly. Her voice hesitated. 
“Uh... not gulty.” 

“Not guilty,” the chorus of devils 
behind her said, and she realized she 
needn’t have spoken. She felt confused 
suddenly—confused and a little dizzy. 
The theatre seemed too warm. She 
wished they’d open a window some- 
where. The trial was proceeding, and 
the chorus was answering, and she was 
getting drowsy .. . warm and drowsy, 
It must have been the drink Wilkes had 
given her... though it didn’t seem to 
be affecting him. 

She watched him, feeling better 
suddenly. He was acting as the lawyer 
defending her. He was a strange person. 
His play was the sort of thing only an 
eccentric would have written—a devil’s 
court in a devil’s kingdom to which the 
whole world of men and women belonged 
... from which they could only escape 
by being condemned to exile for having 
committed the treasonable crime of 
unselfishness. The part he’d written for 
himself was brilliant. He was the devil, 
fighting for another soul, and he knew 
all the answers. There was nothing the 
prosecutor said of the defendant that 
his words couldn’t pry open like a clam 
to expose the selfish motive hidden 
inside. 

Curious the things that Wilkes 
thought belonged to the devil . . . some 
of the things on which you prided 
yourself most. That very pride. Your 
refusal to be made a fool of. Your good 
hard common sense, which, Wilkes 
pointed out effectively, while being 
generally good for you wasn’t quite so 
good for anybody else. 

Nancy thought of Bruce .. . of the 
smart young doctor with the splendid 
future she had married. Well, his 
future hadn’t turned out to be quite so 
splendid. He'd neglected his own 
practice to spend most of his time in 
clinics and in the laboratories at the 
hospital. Nancy had been tremendously 
proud when he’d opened the beautiful 
downtown suite of offices. She’d boasted 
to all her friends. Her humiliation when 
he’d had to close them because he 
couldn’t keep up the payments on the 
rent, equipment and furnishings had 
been complete. But Bruce didn’t care, 
He had talked blithely of going away 
somewhere and setting up a_ small 
practice which would give him time to 
study and do research. Nancy’s mouth 
curled. There was no money in research 
... not for a doctor. 

Nancy had clawed at him with 
words, clawed and stuck needles into 
him until he’d given up his research 
and gone back to private practice. But 
he wasn’t interested in developing a 
proper bedside manner with people who 
counted. He had failed again . . . and 
Nancy had never intended to be saddled 
with a failure. She owed getting rid of 
him to herself, 


SHE LOOKED around her at the 
squealing devils in the courtroom and 
shivered slightly. If the black pit 
actually existed and being unselfish was 
the only way of escaping it, she knew 
precious few people who would qualify. 
Only fools like Bruce, perhaps, with 
their claptrap about humanity. Her 
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eyes squeezed suddenly, wondering what 
he was doing. She shook her shoulders. 
She wasn’t going to go sentimental now. 
Too many women ruined their lives by 
letting their feelings overcome their 
better sense. 

She observed the tall young devil 
striding up and down before her, defend- 
ing her case .. . watched the tiny skits 
the actors portrayed to illustrate his 
points—little interpolations, cleverly 
contrived, to give variety and action to 
the scene. It was well done. Roger 
Wilkes might be going somewhere as a 
playwright and producer. And _ she 
might well look for an ascending star. 
The storm and meeting him might 
have interesting consequences. 

There was a sudden clamor on the 
stage. The jury had returned. Their 
verdict was, “Not guilty.” The devils 
crowded around her, congratulating her. 

Then Roger Wilkes said, ““That does 
it! Good work, everybody!” He took 
Nancy’s hand. “Thank you. You 
were fine.” 

“T only sat.” 

“You looked the part. That takes 
acting.” 

Nancy frowned. She felt queerly 
disturbed. She hadn’t been trying to 
act at all. “I thought the act was 
rather short.” 

“It had to be. The first act is long. 
The last one is very long. It’s laid in 
Hell.” 

“You have the most macabre imagi- 
nation.” 

He smiled. “We'll be putting it on 
soon. Care to wait?” 

“T don’t think I’d_ better.”” She 
shrugged. “‘That is, not if my car will 
start now. The Chesters will be getting 
worried,” 

**Another drink before you go?” 

Her eyes slanted at him. “I’m 
driving, remember? I’m still a_ bit 
vague from that first one.” 

“I'll take you to your car.” 

There was something possessive in 
the way he carried her back to the car 

. as though he felt a certain rapport 
had been established between them that 


| night which might lead to greater 
| intimacy later on.” The rain was still 
| pouring down, but there were fewer 
| flashes of lightning. 


He held her when they got to the car, 


| looking down at her for a moment. 


Nancy halfexpected him to try to kiss 
her. She turned her head aside. She 
didn’t know why ... an almost-forgotten 
loyalty to Bruce, perhaps. He smiled 
as though there were plenty of time... 
as though they had a long future ahead 
of them. Then he opened the door and 
deposited her on the seat. 

She moved over and turned on the 
ignition. ‘Well, here’s hoping.” She 
pressed the starter button. The starter 
chattered, the engine coughed, faltered, 
then broke into a full-throated roar. 
Nancy smiled out at him. “Thank you 
for turning a rather dismal situation 
into a very pleasant interlude.” 

“You liked the play?” 

“Very much. I hope I didn’t spoil 
the act.” 

“You didn’t.” His eyes were smiling. 
“You were perfect in the part. I'd like 
to have you play it... join our group. 
I’ll get in touch with you.” 

“Do that.’ She smiled. But there 
was an unpleasant feeling curling down 
her spine she didn’t quite understand. 
She shifted into gear, switched on the 
lights, waved and started moving. She 
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didn’t look back as the road curved into 
the trees. She wished, somehow, he 
hadn’t said she was “perfect in the 
part.” She had known she was. She'd 
realized it while the fat little finger of the 
prosecutor was pointing at her 
realized then that if it had been a real 
trial and her own life had been under 
review, they’d have had trouble con- 
victing her of an unselfish act. It had 
planted an uncomfortable feeling inside 
her she hadn’t yet been able to shrug 
off. 

She drove slowly through the dark, 
rain-swept countryside. There was a 
strange ache behind her eyes. She 
shouldn’t be thinking of Bruce... he 
was out of her life. But she couldn't 
help herself. He seemed to be there in 
the car with her 
when she left him, The sagging should- 
ers—he’d once been so erect ... the 
creases in his forehead . . . the confusion 


. . . looking as he had 


in his eyes as he tried to reconcile his 
love for her with his final understanding 
of what she really wanted out of life. 
Her teeth dug into her lower lip. What 
was the matter with her, worrying 
about Bruce, wanting to smooth out the 
furrow between his eyebrows with her 
fingers? It was she that mattered, not 
Bruce. It was just as the devil in the 
play had said, good hard common sense 
demanded 

Nancy swallowed. 
had said... 


Just as the devil 


ISABEL AND JOHN had evidently 
been watching for her. They were out 
under the archway to greet her as her 
car swung into the drive up to the big 
house. Isabel kissed her as the maid 
took her bags. “‘Darling, I’m certainly 
glad to see you! John and I were getting 
ready to go out on a searching party. 
Lose your way re 

Nancy shook her head. 
man.” 


“Found a 


“You would.” Isabel led her into the 
house. She settled herself on the couch 
opposite Nancy while her husband 
mixed drinks at the table. Her voice 
was eager. “Tell us about it. Who 
is he?” 

“Roger Wilkes. He said he knew you.” 

“Wilkes?” 
name doesn’t sound familiar. 
does he look like?” 

“The devil.” 

John put a drink in front of her. 
“Here’s another to add to the long 
string you obviously consumed before 
you got here.” 

“IT haven’t been drinking. Really.” 
Nancy explained in detail about the car 
stalling and the play and the swarming 
devils. “It was quite an experience.” 

“T can imagine.” Isabel lit a cigarette. 
“Funny, though. I didn’t know we 
had a summer theatre that close. There’s 
one over on the north side of the 
mountain, but that’s in the other 
direction.” 

“Tt wasn’t a regular theatre. They 
converted a big barn ' 
to Mr. Hoskins.” 

“Hoskins?” John blinked at her. 
“Hoskins’ barn?” 

“Why, yes. They did it beautifully, 
too. Put in a tremendous fireplace.” 

“Of course,” John patted her 
shoulder. He laughed. “The devils 
would certainly need a fire, wouldn’t 
they? You look tired, Nancy. You’d 
better get unpacked and bedded down 
for the night.” 

Nancy rose. She hesitated, biting her 


Isabel frowned. “The 
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DENNIS PRICE 


En Route to Stardom, He Developed 
Six Different Styles of Dying. 





First seen on Canadian screens as a cathe- 
dral organist, Dennis Price rose rapidly to 
stardom via a series of sudden deaths. As the 
gambling squire of JASSY, he is currently 
committing suicide, immediately following 
his demise in MASTER OF BANKDAM. 
In six films, he has been killed off before the 
last reel by as many different methods. But 
he will still, by late 1948, have appeared in 
more new pictures in Canada during the 
last two seasons than any other British Star. 


a a 
Like John Mills, Dennis Price was discovered 


by Noel Coward and his stage success was 
the prelude to motion picture fame. 


a ee 


His next film will be EASY MONEY, with 
Greta Gynt and Jack Warner. That curious 
post-war character, the spiv, has created so 
much controversy, particularly in the British 
House of Commons, that he was inevitably 
bound to find his way to the screen. In 
EASY MONEY, which deals with the 
frenzied effect of football pools on families, 
the spiv serves his most useful purpose to 
date by providing entertainment for export. 


"a aS 


Dennis Priceisalsoco-starring with Jean Kent 
and Flora Robson in GOOD TIME GIRL 
and will next appear in SNOWBOUND. 
Adapted from the famous story, ““The Lone 
Skier’’, this is being filmed in the Swiss Alps 
and brings back to the screen as well the 
brilliant London star, Robert Newton, who 
shared starring honors in ODD MAN OUT. 


x * * 


Among their many innovations, the studios 
of London are giving greater executive 
opportunities to women. Producer Betty 
Box has just completed WHEN THE 
BOUGH BREAKS, starring Patricia Roc 
and Rosamund John. The story of a career 
girl's problems in present-day Britain, it is 
the work of three male writers. 


At Your Favorite Theatre Soon 








lips. Then she said, “I—I won’t be 
unpacking. I’m sorry, Isabel. 1 can’t 
stay. I’m going back tomorrow morn- 
ing.” 

Isabel stared. “To Bruce?” 

Nancy nodded. “If he’ll have me 
now, 

“But, Nancy, we talked all that out! 
That man will never be able to give 
you anything more than—” 

“I know. That isn’t important.” 

“Then what is?” 

Nancy shrugged. “I’m not quite sure. 
I—I!’m all mixed up. Maybe what | 
give him.” 

John Chester glanced significantly at 
his wife. “You'd better go up with 
Nancy, Isabel.” 

He shook his head when Isabel finally 
came down. “Get her into bed all 
right?” 

“Of course. I couldn’t make her 
change her mind, though.” 

““Maybe she’ll feel differently in the 
morning. She’s crazy as a loon.” 

“Now, John.” 

“She was, I tell you. That story she 
told us.” 

“What was wrong with it?” 

He chuckled. “What an imagination 
that girl has. Don’t you remember? 
Hoskins’ barn burned down last month.” 





Cries in the Night 


Continued from page 31 


Nothing but the truth occurred to 
her. “My little boy. He’s asleep. He’s 
only two years old.” 

She went past him as she took th 
baby back into the living room. She 
sat down on the couch, rearranged the 
blanket around him, and gave him the 
bottle. His cries stopped with such 
suddenness that the silence was a shock, 
like a physical blow. 


THE MAN leaned against the wall. A 
shaft of moonlight fell on his face but 
the room was dark, stifling with the 
humid heat. He was frowning and his 
mouth was tense. He breathed heavily. 

Janet said nothing. She felt aothing. 
Ordinarily she was apprehensive about 
even being alone at night; as a child 
she had been afraid of the dark and 
on the few occasions when Bob had been 
away, she had locked the doors and 
windows carefully and lain awake in bed, 
hearing ominous noises in the squeak 
of a door, or the light tapping of a shade 
against the window. But now she felt 
nothing except the same curious floating 
calm. If there was fear somewhere in her 
mind, it was muffled by her utter 
exhaustion. 

Janct glanced up at the man. His 
face was young, square, with high 
cheekbones. He had on a heavy cotton 
work jacket with stains that looked as 
if they had been made by grease. He 
looked as if he had worked in a filling 
station or a mechanic’s shop. 

She moved the baby lower in her 
arms. He sucked thirstily on the bottle. 
The scene was grotesque, outlined by 
the wavering light. Janet on the couch, 
holding 'the baby with gentle ease. The 
man standing before her, holding the 
gun, violence quivering inside him. 

The achingly familiar fatigue pulled 
at her, but there was nothing else. 
Janet’s life had been as ordered, as usual, 
as the place where she lived—the neat 
apartment houses with wide lawns, and 
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To mend the broken in 
body and spirit . . . to 
restore to self-respect and 
usefulness the wayward, 
the despondent, the desti- 


tute victims of self or circumstance 
... that is the job of The Salvation Army. 


Material aid and spiritual hope go hand-in-hand 


in The Army’s work. 


It is work YOUR com- 


passionate heart and willing hands would do... 
if you were equipped to do it. 


And it is YOU, by your generous contributions to 
these annual appeals, who make it possible for 
The Salvation Army .. . experienced, tireless, 
understanding ... to perform efficiently the never- 


ending task; 


RED SHIELD APPEAL 


23-8 


The Salvation Army Red 
Shield Appeal is now being 
conducted throughout 
Canada. Give generously to 
your local canvasser. 





playgrounds, and quiet streets. But she 
had lost touch with that life, with that 
world. Sleep was such a simple thing 

but without it for so long, she was 
She was in another 


| 
| 


without reality. 
world. She was someone thrust upon 
a stage into the midst of a disordered 
play, to act an unwritten role. 

The man moved back. The silence 
of the room pounded at him, pressed 
hard, with indomitable force. His eyes 
were fixed on Janet, but she said nothing 
and made no gesture. Carefully, he laid 
the gun on a table beside him. He 
waited. Janet did not move. 

“T would have shot you.” 

Janet looked up at him. 

“When I saw you, I knew you'd call 
the police. | 


wouldn’t have nothing 





stop me. If you'd tried to yell, | could 
have shot you easy.” 
He had to talk. 


thing to force 


He had to do some- 
back the eerie shadow 
of silence. “If that baby hadn’t cried!” | 
He repeated with helpless passion. “Oh, 
God, if that baby hadn’t cried! It would 
be over by now.” 

“What?” She spoke softly, without 
inflection. “‘What would be over?” 

“Hargett.” 

The man’s face was pale, haggard 
The words stumbled out, grating from | 
his tight throat. “Listen, if you’d tried | 

if you’d done anything to try and | 
stop me—but you didn’t. You sit there 
like I was someone you know. I can’t | 
do nothing that way. I thought I was | 
gone to the end, but I guess | ain’t. 
Not that far. 
you.” 


I can’t do nothing with | 


The baby began crying again. That 
was part of the senseless nightmare. | 
The cries spread through the air, as | 
penetrating as the heat. 

The man looked out the window. He 
was waiting. Then he looked back at 
Janet. 

“You know that man over there 
Hargett?” 

Janet nodded. Her head felt very 
heavy. “I’ve seen him. I know who he 
is. He hasn’t been living here long.” 


? 


“I know how long he’s been here. 
I know why he left the 
place he had. I know all I got to know 
about him.” 


Three weeks. 


He was talking faster now. “He used | 
to live over near our neighborhood. All 
the kids hated him. Even tricks on 
Hallowe’en, he’d report the kids to the | 
police. Kept a big dog. Always yelling | 
if anybody should put a foot on his | 
property.” 

His breath came sharp and hoarse 
after the words. “I had a kid brother. | 
He was 15, got in with a bad crowd. | 


I tried to look after him, but I had to 


work and | couldn’t find nobody decent 
to take care of him. He was wild, he 
done a lot of things, but it 
nothing he wouldn’t get 


wasn’t 
over.” He 
stared at Janet through the waning 
light. “‘He was just a kid.” 

For a moment the baby was quiet. 

“This crowd of kids, they was trying 
to be tough. Show each other they could 
do anything. My kid brother, he 
wanted to be a big shot with them. So 
they said, let’s see you steal something 
from Hargett’s house. He wasn’t 
stealing to get something big. He didn’t 
care what he took. The kids told me. 
He wanted to show them he wasn’t 
scared to do it.” 

The man wet his lips. “He got in 
Hargett’s house. He fell over something, | 


made a noise. Hargett heard it. Came | 
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to the top of the stairs and shot. Jack 
died the next day. The police didn’t 
do nothing to Hargett. Self-defense. 
He said Jack started after him; said he 
didn’t sce he was just a kid. Said he 
thought Jack had a gun.” 

Janet looked at the man’s face and 
something stirred within her. ‘What 
are you doing to do?” 

He didn’t hear her. What he saw 
and heard, had happened another time, 
in another place. 

“After Jack died, | couldn’t do 
nothing. Just kept seeing Jack. He 
tried so hard to show me he wasn’t 
scared of dying. But at the last he 
couldn’t help it and he screamed for two 
hours.” The man was pressed against 


the wall, as if he were still trying to 
escape the echo of those screams. 

‘| don’t care no more,” he said flatly. 
“You can call the police, wake up 
somebody. Do anything you want to, 
soon as I leave. But I'll have time to 
get Hargett. I don’t care about any- 
thing no more, after that.” 


HE STOOD THERE, waiting in the 
darkness while the moonlight faded into 
a dark grey. There were only short 
intervals between the baby’s frenzied 
crying. Suddenly Janet understood why 
he was waiting. He was waiting for 
the baby to stop. All the windows in the 
buildings were open in the July night; 
they had heard three of the windows 
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slammed shut by people awakened with 
the baby’s crying. He wanted to be sure 
SOLID ROCK MAPLE FURNITURE BY VILAS Ssedieiraadid boolean. 
She heard him speak again. “I won't 
a f s “i let nothing stop me.” 
Fear had not reached her, but pity 
had. She looked at his bowed head; 
his big hands were fumbling with a 
match and, in the quick little flare she 
saw the strain of suffering on his face. 
“It won’t do any good,” she said. FE sux wom rit x 7 3 4 
“And it will be the end of you.” She 9 1011 oe 
knew there was nothing, nothing that 678 718 
could be said to conquer the force ) 12 13 DOAK | < \ 
of sorrow and bitter hate. Words were i 19 2021 2223242 | 
flat against emotion. But she went on. | 2627 282930 31 cA 
“T’ve seen that man. And I’ve heard oO 
him and his wife. These summer nights 
you can hear everything. He’s a rotten, 
vicious man and his wife must be like 
him. They fight together all the time. 
Night after night, we’ve heard them. 
You can’t do anything to him that 
would be as bad as his life. Let him 
live it. That’s the worst you can do. 


He won’t have a good moment.” 
The man didn’t answer her. He stood 
by the window, waiting. The time was 
€ marked only by the glow of his cigarctte, 
ling eauly the scratch of another match. The 


room was shrouded now in the deep RELIEVES FUNCTIONAL 


& darkness before dawn. Flies droned 

in wi G Pp i e around the ceiling. The baby twisted 

Solid rgck maple furniture by VILAS, for bedroom, dining room in her arms. He cried and cried, MENSTRUAL PAIN 
ee See tee es ata . ‘ndlessly, and his fists jerked against he e ” 
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ae 


“I told you 
“] wish I could help you,” Janet Midol would help” 


said. She saw the man move, saw him 
stub out his cigarette and light another. 

VILAS FU RNITU RE COMPANY LIMITED There was cides ss indicate ie oa 
COWANSVILLE, QUE. ESTABLISHED 1870 a a re 


strength left for any effort. And this 
effort had broken her. The aching 


ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 


= EE Se, /? WJ VA Vj oe swelled within her to an unbearable 
‘a e Youll ae WT billen pitch. The protective dullness, the mist 


of detachment, had fallen away and the 


de : IEA Of desperation of fatigue jabbed at her 
po Ei E A YZ brutally." Her eyes smarted and her 


& body was too heavy to hold upright any 
longer. She was nothing but a need fer 


sleep. 
The room was a haze, the man by 


the window only another shadow. Her 


Emr MEE forehead was wet. I can’t feel like this, 
WORCESTERSHIRE : : 
she thought, trying to fight her way 


back to calm, simply because I’ve been | 
\ without sleep. But it was seven days 

now—seven days, and in all that time, 

only a few hours of rest. 

She heard something. She strained 

to hear what it was. She looked down 

at the baby. He was lying still in her 

arms. It was his silence she had heard, | 

a silence more acute than any sound. | 

He sobbed once, softly, and moved a 

little. But his eyes were shut. He was 

going to sleep. She could put him back 

in his crib. She could go to bed. 

Relief throbbed within her. It’s the 

end, she thought, I’ve come to the end. 

Only a few moments more, until I put 
; the baby down- 
An early English pattern of % You can taste the difference Holding the baby carefully, she stood | 
Italian Renaissanceorigin. The # | oa bem ao | up. She heard something fall. The -.- AND LOOK 40 
graceful scrolls, high-lighted Ge aseaanities oor A man had knocked the ashtray to YEARS YOUNGER 
with jewel-like spots of colour, few drops adds marvellous gi \E the floor as he reached for the gun on * Now, at home, you can quicke 
will sparkle on your table. Your ; baked ieaene ee the table. ite had to wait no longer. . xpbearns shades trom lighten 
dealer will show you this love- : and many other dishes. He was ready to go. It was not light yet. atone and a small brush docs 
ly pattern.. .andgiveyouyour % a He still had time. . Droved by thousnnas--‘Brows- 
copy of "How to Take Care of RRL No, she thought. The single word when used’as directed. No akin 
Spode.” : Ei was black in her mind. No. I can’t | Vegetable derivative with Irom ‘and’ copper salts added 

Wholesale Distributors “7A 


for fast action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Last- 
‘ . ‘leation | ts desired color. Si 
Copeland & Duncan, Ltd. FOR OVER 100 YEARS [en s mine. I’ve come to the end of my | gray appears basy to prove on a test lock of your hair 


DINNERWARE 


“4 


a Ya Tee 


eet 


do it. Let him go. It’s no concern of | ing—does not ‘wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One 
Sasy to prove on a test lock of your hair 


oe 60c and $1.65 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE now, or 
222 Bay Street, Toronto Made in Worcester, England 5 endurance. 


She turned away and started toward Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


‘ : Mention natural color of hair. Be 
the crib. She bent her head and kissed | today BROWNATONE, Dept 126, COVINGTON, sy" 











Every woman needs 
more than one perfume 


says 
a 
London's 


Leading 
Perfumer 





As occasions vary — so should a woman's 
perfume. As with dress, so with perfume, 
a smart evening party calls for a different 
turn-out from normal day-time routine. 
These perfumes are so concentrated that 
even a few drops will be found infinitely 
more fragrant and lasting than many 
times as much of an ordinary perfume. 
Goya’s Gardenia — for romantic meet- 
ings — captures the flower’s true bitter- 
sweet note of luxury. 

Goya’s Studio — smart, tangy, sophisti- 
cated fragrance for the evening. 
Goya's Great Expectations—superlatively 
disturbing and attractive—a perfume for 
smart parties. 

Created originally for the fashionable 
world of Europe, Goya’s perfumes are 
now, for the first time, available at depart- 
ment and drug stores throughout Canada. 


The standard size, 21 dollars. 
The handbag phial, 75 cents. 


Fos — 





Made, Packed and Sealed in England by 
GOYA + 161 NEW BOND ST. + LONDON « W.1 





ANDIEST THING IN THE HOUSE 
FOR 101 EVERYDAY USES 
Look for the trademark ‘Vaseline’— 
it is your guarantee of the highest 


quality petroleum jelly. Jars 15¢, 
20¢, 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 25¢, 30¢. 






























the baby’s cheek. She hardly had the 
strength left to hold him. She heard the 
man at the window. 

She shook the baby awake. His fore- 
head wrinkled, his fists flailed the air. 
He began crying, louder than he ever 


had before. 


SHE WALKED with the baby. Up 
and down through the sweltering air. 
Up and down. But this time she was 
walking to keep him awake. Back and 
forth. Holding the baby at an uncom- 
fortable angle, patting his feet. The 
man stood at the window watching her 
walk through an eternity. 

She never knew when the dawn came; 
suddenly the room was light and some- 
where in the stretching distance, she 
heard birds chirping. The sunlight was 
torture to her eyes. She swayed, groped 
for something to hold, and felt the man’s 
arms around her shoulders. 

“Here,” he said. “‘Let me do some- 
thing for you.” 

She was sitting down. A glass of 
water was in her hand first, then a cup 
of coffee. She drank, hardly aware of 
anything except that the coffee was 
there, in a cup in her hand. The 
sunlight brightened. The birds were 
chirping louder. She heard a door slam 
down the hall. Her arms were curiously 
light. She looked over and saw the baby, 
lying asleep in his crib. 

She heard the man’s voice again, but 
it was not the voice that had spoken 
hoarsely through the endless night. It 
was a young voice, quiet and steady. 

“Go to sleep,” she heard him say. 
“But I want you to remember some- 
thing. Everything's all right now. It’s 
over. Everything is all over . . .” 

The words trailed into a strangely 
comforting hum. It’s all right now, it’s 
all over . 

When she awakened, Bob’s face was 
before her. He was smiling. It was 
night again and the lamp beside him 
was lit. 

“Found you sound asleep on the 
couch when I got in this morning,” he 
was saying. “Doctor told me last night 
I could come back today but | didn’t 
call because I wanted to walk in and 
surprise you. And there you were, dead 
to the world. The neighbors told me 
you’d had a pretty tough time, that 
the baby did a lot of crying, so I took 
over and let you sleep. Know what time 
it is, Janet? Nine o'clock.” 

She sat up slowly. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were 
having a struggle?” Bob was saying. 
‘Every time I called, you said you were 
getting along all right . . .” 

“A pretty tough time . . . a struggle 
...” Bob had said. But he had 
spoken lightly. She looked around. The 
soft light . . . the pleasant, familiar room 
. .- Bob leaning back and smiling. . . 

He had gone. But he had said, 
“Everything’s all right now. It’s all 
over.” She knew. She understood. 
What held true in the other world— 
the world of darkness and desperation- 
faded before morning, and the light of 
normal life. You could kill a man in hot 
bitterness, driven by despair. But when 
you had to wait and the morning came 
and you put a baby in his crib and made 
a cup of coffee... 

The world was back in focus for her, 
too. She smiled at Bob and stretched 
her arms over her head. “Hello, 
darling,” she said. ‘‘There’s nothing the 
matter with me now. | feel fine.” # 
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we Noxz ema 


Use this one beauty cream — medi- 
cated Noxzema— this new, simple, 
4-step way. Try the treatment for 
just 14 days—and then see how 
much softer, smoother, lovelier your 
complexion looks. 

Morning 


1. Bathe face, then “cream-wash” 
with Noxzema on a wet cloth. 


2. Dry face and apply Noxzema to 
hold make-up and help heal at 


the same time. 
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Royal eal 


Woollen & Worsted Fabrics 
stand for the finest 
British Cloths woven in Virgin Wool 


The “Royal Seal” name in your 
coat, suit or dress is an assurance 
finest materials have 
been fashioned by master crafts- 
... a worthy combination 


Sole Agents for Canada : 
The A. Shevell Company (Mr. Allan April) 
454, Lagauchetiere Street West, 


Telephone: Plateau 9886* 


HOLLAND & LEWIS (Ladies’ Fabrics)-Ltd, 





Evening 


3. Repeat morning cleansing with 
Noxzema. Dry gently. 


4. Massage Noxzema lightly into 
your face. Finger-print extra 
Noxzema over blemishes. 


“ “ “ 


Noxzema helps heal blemishes, 
soothes and softens dry, rough skin. 
Get a jar today! Sold at all drug, 
toiletry and cosmetic counters. 39¢, 
59¢ and $1.25. 
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Boss Your Dollars 


Continued from page 27 


are also many warnings against a budget 

that is too rigid. The importance of 

allowing each member an allowance on 

which no questions are asked, is stressed. 

One woman puts it this way: “Our 

personal spending is never questioned 
i by each other. We take a certain amount 
' each month, and how we use it is our 
own personal affair. We have mutually 
agreed on the amount, and we never 
question how it is spent.” 

In another family there is an ad- 
ditional item each month on the budget. 
It is headed “Oil” and into it go the 
inexplicable little items which crop up 
in the best-regulated family budgets. 
“We pop these items into Oil” says the 
lady of this house, “and it certainly does 
save a lot of trouble. We believe that 
most budgets flounder because the 
family tries to watch every dollar too 
closely, and the members get irritated 
and unhappy.” 

Another family finds a charge account 
on which the members can get essentials The mame “Charme” 
and no questions asked, a budget-saver. stands for diamond rit 
Most of them report the need for a little of supré 
elasticity somewhere. f 

In Peterborough this rough division 
has worked for over twenty years, in 
good times and bad. 

Rent 20% Food 25% 
Clothing 15% Upkeep 15% 
Development 25% (this includes 
traveling, concerts, entertainment, 
newspapers and magazines, vaca- 
tions) 


\ APHIDS 
A common pest attack- 
ing flowers . . . control 
with Green Cross DDT 
FLOWER SPRAY. 


DIAMONDS 
by Promes 


INSECTICIDES 


Here is modern protection against those destructive insect pests 
and diseases which ravish so many gardens. Start spraying or 
dusting with “Green Cross” as soon as leaves appear, and 
repeat every ten days. You'll be well rewarded in beautiful 
flowers, weed-free lawns and healthy vegetables. 

From Moose Jaw comes a pattern 
which would fit most homes. The 
Councilor sets it out this way. 

“We set down the salary. 

“We add Family Allowance, and 
total it. 

“Then we set down the amounts we 
have paid in the past for amounts that 
do not change: superannuation, income 
tax, hospitalization, taxes, insurance, 
church, newspapers and magazines, car 
license. 

“After that we add up the ones that 


GREEN CROSS 
DDT FLOWER SPRAY 


The most modern insecticide spray yet developed for 


LimMiteos 


Watchmaters Jewellers 


Creators of famous 
“Charme” Diamond Rings 
control of sucking and chewing insects on flowers, ee 
in garden or nursery. Highly recommended by pro- 
fessional nurserymen. Particularly effective against 
gladiolus and chrysanthemum thrips, aphids, rose leaf 
roller, leaf tyer, etc. One-ounce bottle makes 4 gallons 


——n oof spray, for only 30¢. 


TAX EXTRA 


GARDEN GUARD 
(Extra Strength Derris Dust) 
Contains 50% more rotenone 
than ordinary derris dusts, hence 
more effective and economical for 
general garden use. Particularly 
suitable for vegetables, because it 
is non-poisonous to humans. Sold 
in hie 1-lb. pumper-gun, ready 
to use, 50¢. Remember to dust 
under the leaves as well as on top. 


WEED-NO-MORE 
(Butyl Ester type, 2,4-D) 
The modern, easy remedy for dan- 
delions, plantains and other weeds 
in lawns, paths, fields, etc. Spray 
once and in three weeks the weeds 
will be killed to the tips of the 
roots. Green Cross Weed-No-More 
is the quick-penetrating Buty] Ester 
type 2,4-D —resistant to rain. 5 
ounces will do average lawn, 75¢. 


Look for the big Green Cross on every can 
. +. your assurance of Modern Protection 


Send for this New 48-page Garden Handbook — Describes 
and illustrates every common type of insect pest and dis« 
ease, and with complete instructions on how to control, 
Written in lay language by one of Canada’s leading ento- 
mologists, and containing information previously only 
available in expensive text books. 

Order a copy from your Green Cross dealer, or 
send 10¢ to cover mailing and postage to: 


GREEN CROSS |NSECTICIDES 


2875 Centre Street, Montreal 22; P.Q. 


*Reg'd. trade-mark 


vary only slightly: additional income 
tax, coal and wood, light and water, 
telephone, music lessons, children’s 
allowance. 

“Then we add the yearly amount we 
plan to spend for food. 

“All that is subtracted from our total 
income. What is left we know has to 
take care of clothing, gasoline, charities, 
vacations, upkeep and repairs on the 
house, gifts and entertaining.” 

One Toronto homemaker says: “ Mine 
is a slipshod budget. But it works, and 
our family is healthy, happy, and fond 
of one another. 

“I read the other day that $36 is the 
average weekly pay. Ours is double that. 
There are six in our family—three 
teen-agers, one preschool child, husband, 
myself, dog, cat, plus countless drop- 
pers-in for lunch and snacks. 

“This is how we fix our budget. 

““My husband takes his money first. 
He pays for car, insurance, his own 
clothes and spending money. 

“My money amounts to $258 a 
month, plus $20 baby bonus. 


Taxes and monthly house 
payments 

Telephone, and one long- 
distance call each Sunday 
to my mother..... 


Eg 


CANADA'S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 











Hydro $ 6.00 
Fuel . $ 13.00 
Dominion savings bond......$ 9,00 
Every day I allow $5.00 for 
food and incidentals, 
making a total for the 
| my rer WMO Se cest xoocr.s $150.00 
$234.00 
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Pree 
Peggi Loder 
Radio Actress 
Toronto 


“I spend the balance as I need it, or 
save for emergencies. Doing it this way, 
I’m the boss of the household finances 
—they don’t boss me!” 

The majority of women who start a 
budget find it difficult to decide just 
what are the most saitisfactory divisions 
for the income. It is as bad, say these 
women, to have too many, as too few. 

The grouping which seems to be most 
satisfactory is outlined in this one from 
an Ontario town. After many years’ 
experience this Councilor says: 

“Ours is truly a family budget. It 
is discussed freely and amicably by all 
the family members every year, so that 
adjustments can be made in clothing, 
food, and personal allowances, as the 
children grow older.” 

1. Clothing for all. Here are 
practiced many of my special economies 
in alterations and make-overs. 

2. Food and Health. Again I 
practice economy in buying cheaper 
meat cuts, doing my own baking, using 
seasonal food, growing a big vegetable 
garden. Hospitalization and health 
insurance, doctors’ and dentists’ bills go 
in here. 

3. Advancement. This includes 
such things as music lessons, magazines, 
books, clubs, church, recreational activi- 
ties, car and travels. 

4. Rent and Maintenance. We 
turn out all unnecessary lights and 
follow every economy in the use of coal. 
Laundry, dry cleaning, and such items 
are included here. 

5. Miscellaneous. 
sundries. 

6. Savings. This, of course, includes 
life insurance and cash savings. 













being fastidious is 
at’s why | rely on 
Veto for personal daintiness. Veto is so 


to use. 
ooth, creamy .. + easy ® 
‘and Vote never irritates my din on 
is absolutely safe for the most delica' 


fabrics.” 


“On or off stage, 
most important. Th 










Gifts and 


QUITE APART from the details of 
handling the budget are the overriding 
principles for keeping to the budget 
figure. The Councilors who keep 
budgets are practically unanimous in 
agreeing on such points as these. 

If the financial situation is really 
difficult, avoid a charge account. It 
tends to encourage one to buy what is 
not absolutely necessary. “‘Pay as you 
go,” says one adviser, “and if you can’t 
pay—don’t go!” 

Under normal conditions charge ac- 
counts are useful, as one can often buy 
at sale prices. But when money is 
tight, avoid them. 

Buy quality. Poor value is never 
economical, Pay for good merchandise 
whether it’s in food, clothing, or house- 
hold furnishings. Buy quality—and 
learn how to take care of it! 

A good vacation is an investment in 
health and family enjoyment. It should 
be budgeted for throughout the year. 

Christmas, also, should be fitted into 
' | the budget with monthly allowances for 
this annual splurge. Otherwise it can 
wreck a budget for the early months of 
the new year. 

Home cooking and baking save many 
dollars. So does personal shopping if 
the shopper has the strength of will to 
avoid purchases which are not necessary. 
A number of the Councilors say they 
find it better to telephone the list of 
groceries needed, so that they avoid any 






mazing new eee 
is si lious for 

deodorant Veto is simply marve' 
asia perspiration odor, = ee 
in — Safe for , 

fe — Safe for skin Sa 

veo is so smooth, creamy and easy to 
ply! No wonder Registered Nurses 
a ee tried Veto prefer it almost 
2 to 1 over any other deodorant. 


"| find Colgate’s a 












Only VETO, No Other 
Deodorant, Contains 
DURATEX, Exclusive, 

4 New Safety Ingredient! 
© Veto is different from any deodorant | 
| you've used before. 

@ Veto, and only Veto, contains Dera- 
tex, exclusive new safety ingredient 
i + + perfected by Colgate. 

\ ® Does not rot clothes. 

@ Safe for any normal skin. 

® Veto is creamier—spreads and ribs 
in instantly . . . completely. 

Sold at Drug & Cosmetic Counters 

25¢, 39¢, 59¢° 


Approved Safe 
for Fabrics 
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OH 
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offer eRearen Cl 
dollar val 
at odays prevailing prices 


When you invest in a FINDLAY Range your dollar value is 

higher. That’s because, in this period of generally rising prices, 

FINDLAY Ranges have advanced less than many other things 
you might plan to buy. 

In addition, you get all the advantages of FINDLAY time-tested 

cooking dependability, and efficient, 

modern design. Whatever your choice 

— coal and wood, gas or electric — 

compare today’s values, and you'll 

want a FINDLAY Range! Your local 

FINDLAY dealer is receiving lim- 

ited, but regular shipments. Ask 

him to show you the advantages 

of the models that are available. 


Gas ranges and combination coal and gas 
ranges are available for use with manu- 
factured, natural or propane (bottled) gas. 


RANGES | 


FINDLAYS LIMITED, Carleton Place, Ontario 


Catering to Canadian 
Céoks since 1860 


temptation to buy the extras which look 
so alluring in the store displays. 

Develop hobbies which save money. 
Many of these women report that they 
have made a hobby of sewing and 
remaking, of knitting or embroideries. 
Their husbands have mastered furni- 
ture-making, papering, painting and 
general carpentry. “Sounds dull!” says 
one of these women, “But it’s lots of 
fun. You'd be astonished at the beau- 
tiful things my husband is turning out.” 

A judicious use of installment buying 
is recommended, both for clothing and 
furnishing. It often enables one to buy 
better quality, and to handle the pay- 
ments regularly. 

Health insurance and hospitalization 
plans are considered sound investments. 
In addition they help to eliminate worry 
about the unexpected illnesses which 
may occur. 

But of all the ways of economizing 
to keep within the budget—the one 
which apparently means the most is 
a vegetable garden. Scores of happy 
Councilors wrote cheerily, “Of course 
our vegetable garden saves us many 
many dollars. I preserve dozens of 
bottles of fruits and vegetables.” A 
number report having turned their 
flower gardens over to vegetables, and 
very glad they did it. 

Do many women have their own 
personal allowances? Judging by this 
fairly accurate cross-section of Canadian 
women, very few do. In scores of 
ballots there are records of special 
amounts set aside for a husband’s 
personal spending, with allowances for 
each child—but nothing of her own for 


the mother. These ballots bear out the | 


theory that everything a husband has 
is his wife’s—but she spends it without 
feeling the need for any set amount for 
her own personal spending. One or two 
women report that they have to ask 


their husband for every cent they spend. | 
Others say that they fit in their personal | 


needs under sundries, or clothing, or 
save it from the housekeeping money. 
Some of them say, “I don’t feel the 
need of a personal allowance. | can buy 
what I need and find a spot to put it in 
the budget.”” There seems to be little 
controversy about it. 

Judging by these returns from every 
province, from cities and farms, from 
older women and brides, from veterans’ 
wives, well-to-do families and the lower 
income groups—a budget is a steadfast 
ally in managing the home. It is the 
secret why some families manage so well 
on so little. 

(Jn coming issues, Chatelaine plans to 
publish further budgets for various in- 
comes, as worked out by our Councilors.) 


They Karn as They Learn 


By LIZ GAIRDNER 


Follow these thousands of young 
Canadian college and _high- 
schoolers who earn as they learn 
—make summer work pay for 
winter study by waiting on table, 
digging ditches, bell-hopping, 
caddying and doing the thousand 
and one ingenious jobs they take, 
or make. 

It's a new “Chatelaine On-the-Job” feature; 


full of valuable information and interest 
for everyone. 


IN CHATELAINE FOR JUNE 


Dont hesitate 
9 sewond / 


Sani-Flush is safe for use in toilet 
bowls connected to septic tank sys- 
tems. This is proved to your satisfac- 
tion in a scientific report. Write for 
it. Sani-Flush cleans and disinfects 
toilet bowls chemically. Leaves only 
odorless freshness. No scrubbing. 
Effective in hard or soft water. All 
grocers have it. Two handy sizes. 
Made in Canada. Distributed by 
Harold F. Ritchie & 
Co., Ltd., Dept. 500, 
Toronto, Ont. 


KEEP 
TWO CANS 
HANDY 


| SAVE A LOT OF STEPS BY 
KEEPING AN EXTRA CAN OF 


3-IN-ONE 
IN THE 
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Choosing Your Chesterfield 


New, brighter living room group- 
ings are made possible using 
sectional furniture. Backs and 
arms are of equal height. 


The colonial tradition inspired 
this attractive chesterfield. Up- 
holstery creates gay, homespun 
effect, while wood is in dark red. 


HEN a bride and groom go shopping for living 
room furniture, what piece do they buy first? 
Sometimes they buy it before they bave a 
living room! Of course the answer's a chester- 
field or settee . 

To a young couple, the importance of making this 
purchase wisely cannot be overestimated. Such quali- 
ties as comfort and durability must be considered 
as well as appearance. In fact, if Mr. and Mrs. were 
to seek my opinion, I'd offer an even more funda- 
mental bit of advice. I'd say, “In buying any major 
article of furniture make your selection one with a 
a reliable name.” 

How can you tell a reliable make of chesterfield? 
One way is by the manufacturer’s attitude toward 
his own product. Does he think enough of it to put 
his name on it? Does he think enough of it to adver- 


The living room is 
one of the first 
rooms to be fur- 
nished by “young 
marrieds.”” Because 
it’s so important a 
purchase — here 
are some pointers 
on making it wisely 


This Lawson chester- 
field has the character- 
istic low, loungy pro- 
portions that seem to in- 
vite relaxation. Though 
long enough to lie upon, 
it's really intended to 
be a two-seater. Piping 
and fringe introduce 
an elegant note. 


tise it? Some furniture manufacturers have made their 
names household words. They adhere to the high 
standards claimed for their merchandise in order to 
keep and extend public confidence in it. 

You'll find that reputably made chesterfields come 
in various price ranges, but whatever one you buy 
will give you your money’s worth. You can take for 
granted you’re getting a chesterfield whose frame is 
made of selected, kiln-dried hardwood, properly 
machined and put together. You can be sure the 
springs aren't likely to break or sag, the padding isn’t 
going to lose its shape and the upholstery look worn 
and shabby within a few months’ time. 


Choosing a Design 
To be qualified to pick a chesterfield you should 
have some idea as to the size and shape of living 
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By John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor 





The ever-popular Charles of Lon- 
don style combines graceful lines 
and sturdy proportions. A com- 
fortable piece in any setting. 


More sectional furniture, featuring 
luxuriously deep cushions, slen- 
der light-finished arms and legs. 
Pieces are made easy to move. 


room in which it’s to be put. For instance, will your 
living room be adapted to a chesterfield seating two, 
or one seating three persons? Which would you 
prefer? 

One which seats two people is thoroughly prac- 
tical, gives a feeling of spaciousness to a room, and two 
of these chesterfields may be gracefully arranged 
facing each other on either side of the fireplace. On 
the other hand, a long chesterfield is necessary if you 
like stretching out after a hard day’s work or if you 
have to put up an occasional overnight guest. Space, 
in these days of shelter shortage, is often called upon 
to play a double role. If your living room has. to 
become a bedroom you might like to know there are 
a number of ingenious chestertield b.ds on the market. 
We'll be dealing with them ina fall issue of Chatelaine! 

Of course, regardless # Continued on page 93 
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WHY NOT CLEAN YOUR SINK FAST 


his sate, easy WAY f 






/ 
Sar wea pst 


L\i 
Away with grease and grime! Without hard . 
scrubbing. Without ugly, dirt-catching scratches. 
Without grit and caustics that roughen and red- 
den your hands. Just use Bon Ami, the fine, white 
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cleanser. It's fast and safe. 
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Bon Ami 


eetehed fe 
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See how Bon Ami polishes os it cleans. 
No extra work. Lots of extra sparkle. Sinks 
and tubs shine with a bright ‘‘new"’ look after 
a quick Bon Ami cleaning. And they stay 
bright longer. Try it today. Do all your 
cleaning the safe, easy way! 


Bon Ami comes two ways: Bon Ami Powder 
in the sifter-top can, and the handy, long- 
lasting Bon Ami Cake 
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Face-lifting 


: 


Your 
Home 


By John 
Caulfield Smith 


OES SPRING equip you with a 
self-starter—that inner 
rake lawns, clean out dresser 
drawers, paper rooms and paint 
porch furniture? If it doesn’t, you'll 
find plenty of people willing to start you 
moving by giving you a push! 

The Junior Chamber of Commerce has 
organized all Canada in a national 
beautification campaign. It will be held 
in May, and will aim at making Cana- 
dian homes as lovely as the month itself. 
The campaign committee estimates that 
over 400 centres will be busily engaged in 
the clean-up, fix-up, paint-up program. 
Mayors of participating communities 
will proclaim official beautification weeks, 
parades will be held and local beautifica- 
tion queens will be crowned. School 
children and Boy Scouts will help make 
the event a success. 

Your own city or town is probably 
taking part in this exciting rejuvenation. 
If so, you'll likely see even the least 
diligent of your neighbors making efforts 
to conform to what’s expected of them in 
the way of enhancing their homes. 

It may be possible for you to arrange 
a competition among the different 
property owners in your block, or 
your block might compete with another 
in the neighborhood. In either case, an 
impartial judge could make the decision 
as to which individual or group did the 
best job of improving their properties. 

Be sure your plans are properly 
thought out before you accelerate along 
the spring beautification highway. Put 
organization ahead of enthusiasm! Sit 
down with a pencil and paper and 
itemize, in logical fashion, what has to 
be done. The check list suggested 
below may help you get started. Look 
it over carefully and then roll up your 
sleeves. 


urge to 


House 

Buy: New ash cans; street numerals. 
Clean: Clothes closets; attic; basement; 
furnace; eavestrough; interior walls and 
woodwork; window glass. Paint: Garage; 
porch floor; basement stairs; screens. 
Paper: Living room or dining room, etc. 
Replace: Burned-out bulbs; worn tap 
washers. Repair: Leak in roof; cracked 

























linoleum; torn screens. Store: Storm 


sash; winter clothes. 


Grounds 
General: Rake lawn; trim trees; 
remove rubbish. Plant: Flowerboxes; 


grass seed; garden, 

After you’ve decided what improve- 
ments to make, list them in the order 
in which they should be done. Try to 
avoid such embarrassing stituations as 
would be created if, in decorating a 
room, certain parts of the house were 
If the weather’s bad 
you can tackle indoor chores first, then 
the outside work later. 

When you're ready for action, enlist 
the children’s help. Assign a specific 
job to each. The assumption of re- 
sponsibility will be good for them. After 
all, there are worse ideas than instilling a 
respect for property in the small fry and 
showing them how to care for things. 

Painting is quite within the capability 
of youngsters, provided they’re given a 
little guidance and supervision. Actually 
some adults are none too familiar with 
the proper procedure to follow. Re- 
member, if you plan to paint, how 
important it is to see that the surfaces on 
which you’re working are clean and 
dry. Old surfaces, whether they’re 
wood, metal or concrete, should be 
given a stiff brushing to remove all 
scale, loose particles and dirt. Wood 
surfaces should be sanded smooth, and 
holes and cracks filled with putty. 

Fresh air is essential for the success of 
any painting venture. And did you know 
that the ideal temperature for painting 
is between 60 and 70 degrees? Keep the 
paint in a warm place before using. 

You've heard this rule often, but 
it bears repetition: mix the paint 
thoroughly! A good way to do this is to 
pour off most of the liquid in the can, 
stir the pigment that remains at the 
bottom and gradually pour back the 
liquid while you do so. 

As with nail polish, two thin coats of 
paint are better than one thick one. Be 
sure to allow time for the first coat to 
dry before applying the second. When 
it’s necessary to thin the paint, follow 
the directions on the can. 


made inaccessible. 








Fertect pickup 
without 
pressure | 


You don’t bear down on the handle. 
Your new Bissell Sweeper needs 
only a gentle push to pick up dirt, 
anywhere! 





Thanks to 


Bisco-matic® 
brush action! 


This revolutionary Bissell feature 
adjusts the brush automatically 
to any rug, thick or thin. Makes all 
sweep-ups easy, even under beds! 
You don’t have to move them. 


The new “Bissell’* is available 
in limited quantities at Bissell deal- 
ers only—complete with “‘Sta-up” 
Handle and easy “Flip-O” Empty. 
Priced from $6.95. 





No bear down with 


BISSELL 
SWEEPERS 


Bissell Carpet Sweeper Co. 
of Canada Limited 


Grand Rapids 2, Michigan 
(Factory at Niagara Falls, Canada) 


*Registered Trade-morks 


The quality and size of the brush you 
use are important. Purchase a brush of 
reliable manufacture and the right 
width to do the job at hand. Of course, 
you'll have to take care of the brush if 
it’s to enjoy a long life. For example, 
don’t leave it standing in a can of paint 
until its bristles become bent. If you 
haven't finished your work, and plan to 
resume painting later, suspend the 
brush in a mixture of half raw linseed oil 
and half turpentine. Then, after you're 
through painting, clean it with turpen- 
tine, wash it and allow it to dry. 


TAKE CARE to select the right paint 
for the finish you desire. Gloss and semi- 
gloss finishes are practical in kitchens, 
bathrooms and elsewhere when frequent 
washing is required. Flat and semiflat 
finishes are popular for other rooms, but 
they mark somewhat more easily. 
Generally speaking, oil paints are more 
readily washable than water paints. The 
latter,a comparatively new development, 
are inexpensive and easy to apply. 

If you’re planning a new color treat- 
ment for your home, start with a master 
pattern in which each room plays a part 
in a harmonious, over-all scheme. 
Otherwise you may find the colors 
chosen for adjoining rooms don’t go well 
together. Study paint samples in both 
daylight and night light before making a 
final selection. Follow the same pro- 
cedure with wallpaper or fabrics if you’re 
using these. 

You may pick a color scheme for a 
room from a painting, draperies, or 
carpet. But did you know that color 
could be employed to alter the apparent 
size or shape of a room? If you wish to 
make your living room appear larger, use 
light shades. On the other hand, dark 
colors give an impression of reduced size. 

Prope rties of warmth or coolness must 
also be considered. Warm colors, for 
instance, are appropriate for a north- 
east room because it gets very little sun. 
On the other hand, it must be admitted 
that cool colors like blues and greens are 
restful and easy to live with, regardless 


of room exposure. 


ONCE YOU’VE made up your mind as 
to the color you want, don’t compromise. 
If the right shade isn’t available ready 
mixed, you can either have it mixed or 
mix it yourself. Admittedly it may take 
a little patience, but the result will be 
worth it. A word of advice: after you've 
finished mixing, try the color in all parts 
of the room and in all lights. A small 
sample will appear weaker in hue than a 
whole wall painted the same color. Dark 
walls, incidentally, look very rich at 
night. 

In painting the exterior of a house, 
it’s often wise to have the architectural 
trim the same color as the body of the 
building, particularly if it is unattrac- 
tive or irregular. By painting the trim a 
different color you’d only emphasize 
any deficiency in design. 

Whether your part of this spring’s 
beautification campaign is painting a 
fence, paving a sidewalk, or seeding a 
awn, you can take satisfaction in know- 
ing that your contribution is part of 
a campaign to make every Canadian 
community a more attractive place 
in which to live. And remember, if you 
have painting or papering problems, 
your local dealer in these supplies will be 
glad to help you solve them. You'll find 
his practical knowledge and experience of 
genuine valuc. # 
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Trim But Tough 





They’re Barrett* Asphalt Shingles 
Roofing satisfaction is made to order in colourful, durable 
Barrett* Asphalt Shingles. They're trim... they liven up the 
appearance of the whole house. They're tough, too... they 
can take any kind of weather in their stride. Thousands of 
Canadians pick Barrett to solve their roofing problems... 


“That's the way | want our house to look, bright arid 
cttractive. Those Borrett* asphalt shingles are really 
distinctive. And the Broad Shadow* shingles with 
the patented Shad-O Band* feature give depth and 
contrast fo the roof on even the dreariest day. They're 
my choice,” 


“An attractive roof is important. But more important 
to me is getting a roof that's going to last. And | know 
| can count on those rugged Borrett asphalt shingles to 
give me “top” service. And with the MASTER Broad 
Shadow* shingles, | get double coverage over the 
entire roof area. The weather doesn't stand a chance.” 





In any weather, on any job; rely on Barrett for the best in appecrance 
and long-term dependability, 


THE BARRETT COMPANY, LIMITED 





*Reg'd. Trade Mork 
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LOOKING FOR a minor project 
GERA to keep your husband busy in his 


> 


een) == ¥ leisure hours? Why not interest 
x him in making window boxes for 
your home? Painted to harmon- 
ize with the exterior color scheme, 
and filled with bright flowers and 
plants, they'll add color and 
sparkle to your window sills! 
Wood is an ideal material for 


MEATKEEPER . . covered, humidity HUMIDRAWER . . . glass -topped, moist - cold ; , xO ty 
protected storage for a week's sup- compartment keeps vegetables and greens window boxes, because it holds 


Fy of teeth eaete. queiun. moisture, and keeps the earth 
from baking out. You should not 
paint the inside of the box, or use 


a metal container: plant roots 
dislike both paint and metal. A 
few holes should be bored in the 
bottom of the box to allow drain- 
age. Over these holes place pieces 
of broken flowerpots to prevent 


BEVERAGES..ampielow-temp-  SUPER-FREEZER.. for stor-  AMPLESHELFSPACE . . . for loss of earth. 
erature storage space for ing frozen foods, making leftovers, cold meats, dairy St oanm : ra em 

milk, cream and even the tall- ice cubes and frozen products and other foods Well-seasoned w hite pine or 
est of beverage bottles. desserts. that require refrigeration basswood boards 34 inch thick are 


excellent for making window 
boxes. The box should be as 
long as the sill, about 8 inches 
wide at the top and tapering to 
7 inches at the bottom. A depth 
of approximately 8 inches is 
: oe. usually satisfactory. 


TRUE-TEMP COLD CONTROL... . ends guesswork and Since the box is filled with earth 
uncertainty. Marked in actual degrees of food com- ~ oe . : 

partment temperature. An exclusive advantage of to within an inch or so of the top, 
the Westinghouse Refrigerator. it will be very heavy y- It must 


Whether the design is simple or 
elaborate flower -filled window 
boxes can add charm to your home, 


STOR-DOR . . a real space-saver be strongly constructed if it’s to 
and enient place to store ; ; 
quail, Genqunntiy need eptisien. stand up in use. Corners that 


151-M-812 can’t be forced apart are an 

essential requirement. Dovetail- 

- ing or mitring them is undoubt- 

CL GA ita lh W/Z edly best, but it’s hard to make 
f 4 these joints without proper wood- 


working equipment. A less pro- 


2 fessional method is to lap each 
board over the end of the one Metal brackets are a decorative support 
| he In ous¢ ? immediately adjacent to it. The if window boxes are to be anchored 
accompanying line sketch shows firmly to a stone or masonry sill. 

how this is done. After nailing 

the sides together, a couple of 


angle trons—obtainable from most 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE COMPANY LIMITED - HAMILTON, CANADA hardware stores should be 








LET THIS Capo couple 
take a lot of waxing work 
off your hands and knees 
give lasting glamour to 
your floors with ease, « 
speed and economy. 
MIRROR - FLO Liquid 
Wax... and OLD ~ 
WINDSOR Paste Wax 
are the great home team 
that give your floors 
that “new” look. Your 
Dealer can supply you. 


AN) OTL 
ttn s A 





Just pour in f 


GILLETT's | 


No need to go after stains the 
hard way—with a scrub brush! 
Just pour in Gillett’s Lye:;; full 
strength ;;; and flush ugly discol- 
orations away. Your toilet’s gleam- 
ing white, clean-smelling in a jiffy! 

Turn all your dirtiest household 
jobs over to Gillett’s. Keeps drains 
running free, cuts right through 
grease and grime: Order 
Gillett’s today and 
keepitonhand, { 


Never dissolve lye 
in hot water. The 
action of lye itself 
heats water, 





fastened inside each corner for additional 
strength. 

The-sides of the box should be nailed 
to the bottom, not the bottom to the 
sides. This means that the nails are 
in a horizontal position instead of a 
vertical one, and the bottom’s not so 
likely to drop out because of the weight 
of the earth! To enhance the appear- 
ance of the box a small molding can 
be added to the upper edge or a design 
can be stenciled on the front. 

Fastening a box to a wooden sill or 
wall doesn’t present any difficulty as 
it’s easy to nail or screw into wood. 
Fastening a box to a stone sill or a 
masonry wail is a different problem. 
Let’s assume, for example, that the box 
is to be attached to a stone sill. The 
approved method is to screw it to lead 
expansion shields inserted in holes drilled 
in the sill. 

To do this job a star drill, which is 
simply a round metal rod with a 
grooved point, and a hammer will be 
required. The drill is hammered to 
make two or three holes in the sill. 
There should be a hole about 4 inches 
from each end and one in the middle, if 
the sill’s a long one. The holes should be 
centred on the height of the sill. 

Next a lead expansion shield is placed 
in each hole. The shield may be either 
one of two types: the “stazin” (stays-in) 
which uses lag screws to support heavy 
boxes, and the “scruin” (screw-in) 
which uses ordinary wood screws to hold 
light to medium heavy boxes. Both 
shields are sold by the majority of 
hardware stores. Incidentally, it may 
be necessary to fill the space between 
the outer surface of the shield and the 
inner surface of the hole with cement. 
It all depends on how neatly the drilling 
has been done. 

Once the shields are in place, the 
window box is held up and fastened by 
driving the appropriate kind of screw 
through the back of the box into the 
shield. 

An alternative method of supporting 
the box is to insert flat metal bars into 
a joint in the brickwork of the wall. 
The bars should have a lip on their outer 
extremity to hold the box securely. A 
more decorative treatment of this idea 
is to have a metal craftsman make 
ornamental iron brackets which can be 
attached directly to the wall. # 


What's Her Mother Like? 


Continued from page 7 


had a hand in that?—started early and 
would not be brooked. When she was 
not much more than three, she asked for 
a horse and skates for Christmas. The 
excited parents waited for her comment 
on the fine hobby horse and runner 
skates, stacked against the big Christmas 
tree. 

B. A. hadn’t a large vocabulary, but 
it was equal to conveying adequately 
her feelings about a wooden horse and 
bob-sleigh skates! Only threat of 
punishment on any occasion—for un- 


done homework, uncollected toys or 
other familiar delinquencies of the 
young—was the idea of confiscating the 


precious blades. (She got the single- 
runner type, pronto.) 

**One thing we did teach her from the 
beginning was to finish anything she 
started,” Mrs. Scott suggested. ‘“‘She 
wasn’t allowed to go to another toy 
until she had put away the one she was 
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ORE and more homelovers are using mir- 
rors to brighten their homes. You, too, 
can make use of mirrors to bring light, 

space and happier living into every room of your house. 

It’s easy! For example, a large polished plate glass mirror 

over the living room mantel or above the sofa is a never- 

ending source of pleasure for you and your family. 


But here’s a warning . . . make sure that you choose the 
right mirror in the right place! Why not send for Hobbs 
Free Mirror Book; it’s full of decorators’ hints about the 
choosing and hanging of mirrors. You'll find it very useful! 





Limited Supply! 
Mail Coupon 


...10-DAY! 





Here’sasmart idea! 


Asmall Hobbs mir- 
ror helps brighten 
the kitchen and is 
ever so handy for 
quick primping. 
Hobbs have a large 
selection of lovely 
mirrors in various 
sizes. You'll find 
them sold in better 
furniture stores 
from coast to Coast. 


ee 


Howaboutamirror 
for the man of the 
house? Hangitover 
his dresser in the 
bedroom. No need 
for him to look 
over your shoulder 
now when heis put- 
tingonhistie. Your 
FREE Hobbs Mir- 
ror book shows 
you many such de- 
signer - approved 
mirror ideas. Send 
for your copy! 


eet AGGUNSS i accaccceeceaces 





= 


DOOMED 6. 6 86 C0 icb te cS 60s. 66s cee EEC OCESTeC cencevee 


eee eer eeeeeee 


IY. 6 onc aine ces esac ccue cs PROVINCE Ss cveceoces 
My furniture dealer is: 


PRO H ERE E HEHEHE HEED 


Re eS ee ee ee ee 


Hobbs Glass Limited, Dept. K-2, London, Ontario. 


Please send me my free - of “MAKE YOUR ROOMS 
LIGHT UP AND GROW WITH MIRRORS.” I understand 
I am not obligated in any way 


Send booklet to me at: (Please print plainly) 
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YOU SAVE MONEY ON 


FOOD BILLS WITH THE 
Dieslo Cooner “MEAT-MASTER” 


You cook a whole meal in the aaa 
5 qt. PRESTO COOKER “MEAT-MASTER”. 


a Thousands of enthusiastic PRESTO COOKER users 
3 Sizes asked for a larger PRESTO. Here it is—the “MEAT- 
MASTER” model—5 qt. capacity—big enough to 

1 cook a whole meal or a large roast. And, simply 
“MEAT-MASTER” grand for home canning. : 


one te river : All the famous safe PRESTO COOKER features are 
5 qt. $19.95 included—Homec Seal, Indicator-Weight, Over- 
2 Pressure Plug, Heavy CAST Aluminum. 
Holds 3 pint Thousands of Canadian users acclaim the 
jars for canning PRESTO COOKER. They say it’s a kitchen marvel. 
3% qt. $16.95 It will save you time (an hour of kitchen time a day). 
3 It actually improves food flavour (saves precious 
Large enough vitamins and minerals). 
for 3 people 


Wonderful to use—easy to clean. The PRESTO 
5 pt. $13.95 t 


COOKER gives you kitchen freedom—assures more 
nourishing, more satisfying meals. Get yours 
to-day—save an hour a day for the rest of your 
lifetime. . 


In Canada, 9 out of 10 Pressure Cookers used 


ore Drcslo COOKERS 


Here’s proof . . . a PRESTO COOKER can 
save you an hour of kitchen time every day! 


PRESTO Cooking 


Ordinary Cooking 
Time in Minutes 


Time in Minutes 
VEGETABLES 
Green Beans . 
Sliced Carrots . 
Mashed Potatoes 
Whole Parsnips 


MEATS 


Beef Stew . .« . 10-12 
2 tb. Meatlocf . . 15 


3-4 
2-3 
8-10 
9-10 


20-25 


Fried Chicken . 10-15 
3 Ib. Pork Roast 15-20 


RR, AR, BS, BIBI Sve, ats, Alte, CBS, ATR, TB, Ai, AB. AEB, BEB MB RE pe 


using. Loving clothes, as most smzl 
girls do, she was easily trained to put her 
wearables away neatly. She loved to go 
with her father, Colonel Scott, when he 
visited men in the military hospital; 
perhaps in this way she learned some- 
thing of service and responsibility to 


those who have served us. At any rate, 


when she walks along hospital wards | 


long hours ol 


knows. the 
suffering and waiting and what they 


today she 


mean. She has had close-up contact 
with that.” 
today about 


HER DECISIONS 
? 


her future? 
“She'll make them 
always has,” Mrs. Scott said quietly. “1 


herself, as she 


try to help when she asks my advice. 
That is all.” 

Those rigid years of training on ice 
did Mrs. Scott ever find it difficult to 
keep her at it? She laughs at this one. 
Often and often, when young friends 
called about parties and other social 
affairs, Barbara Ann’s mother begged 
her to go. 

* *You’ll only be 16—or 17—or 18 
* “Believe me, | 
There’s something very special 


You 


once,’ I would say. 
know. 
about having fun at these ages. 
can’t go back, afterward.’ ” 

But B. A. wanted to get her sleep and 
She had a goal, and 
And 


mother’s careful 


her practice. 
nothing was to deflect her from it. 
while she heeded her 
supervision of her health, and did not 
neglect church and study and family 
associations (they have always 
to Brockville for Christmas) she 
felt her “free” time was her own depart- 


Mrs. Scott 


gone 


home 


ment. She was polite but 


smiled—firm. 


No one 
enigma of this slender, quiet, determined 


thinks 


through with the thoroughness of a 


will ever unfold the whole 


young girl, who everything 
general planning campaigns, whatever 
she does she has thought out for herself. 

“Naturally | 


about how other people look after their 
children,” Mrs. Scott laughed in protest 


have nothing to say 


when I suggested a few comments. “I 
can only say that if I had any guiding 
principle it would be that I was going to 
bring my child up myself. And it wasn’t 
always easy.” 

She spoke hesitantly, about her Red 
Cross work in the war, driving trans- 
Ottawa; and the 


overseas 


ports, helping in 


opportunity to go when 
Barbara Ann was old enough to be safe 
and well-cared-for at school. Her eyes 
looked far over the head of her daughter 
skating below, to the stretches of shiny 
might the grey 


““My husband said, ‘ Your job 


ice that have been 
Atlantic. 
is here, looking after your child.’ So 


I stayed.” 


SHE IS a 
I think she would have had a 
full and interesting life of her own. But 
at that her final 
decision. the 
pair of 
her 
moment for 


person, this champion’s 


mother. 
made 


moment she 


She 
shadow behind a 
If she 
that 
another’s, she didn’t lose the quiet 


was to become 
important 
lost own 


silver blades. 


directional focus at 
assured personality that is distinctive in 
a harassed, high-pitched nervous era. 

If you to see “Barbara 
Ann’s mother” some day, I'll make a 
forecast as predictable as the Olympic 
championship was for the champion. 

You’ll come away remembering .. . 
Mary Scott. # 


should go 


sane) 
rs ceo) a ae 
ape flattering’ | 


“tasteful | 


The well written “thank 
you" note is essential. Noth- 
ing is more gratifying to a 
hostess than true apprecia- 
tion of her kindness. 


To show your respect for 
her hospitality express your 
thanks with care and taste. 


Choose fine textured Eaton, 
Crane & Pike stationery as a 
symbol of your position in life. 


Eaton, Crane & Pike's Deckle Parch- 
ment is a truly distinctive type of 
fine writing paper. Ask to see it the 
next time you are buying stationery. 


OUR BOOKLET "IT'S FUN TO WRITE LETTERS” 
MAKES WRITING EASY. SEND 10c FOR ACOPY 


€ATON, CRANE 
& PIKE 


COMPANY OF CANADA LTD. 
TORONTO. iil 











The Tower of London 
hult by William the 
Conqueror goo years ago, 


COME TO BRITAIN 


Whether you come for pleasure or 
business. ... Whether you come 
to explore battle-scarred cities or 
towns and villages whose old-world 
loveliness is untouched, unchanged 
.... Britain will welcome you with 
warm and friendly hospitality. 
Exchange is favourable to the 
dollar — your vacation funds buy 
extra pleasurein Britainnow. Make 
all reservations—for transportation 
and hotel accommodation — early 
.... See your Travel Agent now for 
the answers to your vacation-in- 
Britain questions. 


INFORMATION | 


Mail this coupon, for 
beautifully illustrated 
literature tos 


THE BRITISH 
TRAVEL ASSOCIATION 


372 Bay Street, Toronto, Ontario or, 410 
Dominion Square Building, Montreal, P.Q. 


S 


Issued by The Travel Association of Great Britain and 
Northern Ireland, Tourist Division of The British Tourist 
and Holidays Board, 

EAE RGIS AF RR OLE te TF 





Chatelaine, May, 1948 — 93 


Choosing Your Chesterfield 


Continued from page 87 


PATRICIA ROC 


of the number of people your ches- 
terlield will seat, and whether or not 
it may be used as a bed, there is one 
special note I wish you’d make. Choose 
a period or modern style, as you prefer, 
but make sure the design is simple and 
unostentatious, 


A Word About Springs 


Comfort doesn’t result merely from 
an abundance of thick padding. It’s 
the springs that are responsible. As a 
rule they can’t be seen, but they’re a 
component part of a chesterfield. 

There are two types of spring in 
general use: the arc spring and the 
coil spring. The are spring, which 
operates on the tension principle, takes 
up considerably less space than the coil 
spring, which operates on the compres- 
sion principle. Surprisingly, the height 
of a coil spring and its thickness bear 
no relation to the comfort it provides. 

The are spring forms its own support, 
but this is not true in the case of the 
coil spring. Sometimes the coil springs 
in a chesterfield’s “‘under-construction” 
—a term used by the furniture trade— 
are tied with twine and supported on 
fabric webbing. You can judge the 
quality of such springs fairly easily. The 
more coils used in a given area, the more 
strips of webbing employed to support 
the coils, and the greater the number 
of twine ties—the better the job. 

To a great extent, however, webbing 
is being replaced by steel bands and 
rods. The reds are generally employed 
on the bottom and the bands on the 
back. This type of “under-construc- 
tion” results in longer chesterfield life 
and, when combined with spring filled 
seats and backs, has a very comfortable 
double-cushioning action. 





< AOR get —* 






















As impulsive Dilys, the girl whose life was so interwoven with that of a gypsy, 
Patricia Roc turns in another excellent performance in the J. Arthur Rank Techni- 
color Production “ Jassy’”. Miss Roc, who is seen here resting between takes, says, 
“For so many uses, | prefer Kleenex to all other disposable tissues becavse— 


Kleenex’ is Softer, Stronger, 
Whiter and More Absorbent” 


Only Kleenex has the 
Serv-a-Tissue box. Assures 
cleanliness and  conve- 
nience. No waste! No mess! 
Simply pull one Kleenex 
tissue and up pops the 
next, ready for use. 
Three sizes—Chubby, Hanky and Man‘s 


What Kind of Cushions? 


Chesterfield cushions may be made 
of foam rubber, springs padded with 
cotton felt, or down. Foam rubber is 
comparatively new but has definite 
applications. Choosing between a spring 
or a down-filled seat is largely a matter 
of personal preference. A spring seat 
cushion is a bit less costly, and tidy 
housewives like them because they al- 
ways stay put. 


Consider the Upholstery 

In selecting the color of your ches- 
terfield upholstery, try to visualize the 
over-all decorative treatment of your 
living room. For instance, what other 
pieces of furniture will you have? Per- 
haps there’s an heirloom chair in a 
covering that inspires a color scheme? 
If not, you may get ideas from a 
favorite painting, your draperies or car- 
pet. In any case, don’t forget to check 
the color of upholstery samples under 
both natural and artificial light! 

It’s the cost of the upholstery fabric 
that accounts for much of the price 
variation among chesterfields. There 
are literally dozens of kinds of material 
available in a wide diversity of colors, 
textures and patterns. Your choice will 
depend on your personal tastes and the 
size of your pocketbook. At the same 
time, it’s well to remember that in the 
upholstery, as in the chesterfield itself, 
the larger the initial- expenditure the 
greater may be the ultimate saving. 
Few people ever regret having bought 
quality... i 












“SOFTER” 


Says Valerie Hobson* “STRONGER” 


Says 
Margaret Lockwood* 





Kleenex is made from Cellucotton 
absorbent wadding—downy soft—5 
times more absorbent than cotton 
...kind to tender noses and the 
, Most delicate skins. 

Each single ply of 
Kleenex tissue is 
heavier and stronger 
than ordinary tissues. 
Every pull is 
double ply, giving 
you extra strength 
and extra absor- 
bency. 





“WHITER” 


Says Jean Simmons * 


Kleenex is now processed to pure white in 
ultra-modern Canadian mill; comes in 
patented, sealed package to assure you 
tissues that are absolutely hygienic. 


*Currently starring in J. Arthur Rank Productions 
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GRANE QUALITY THROUGHOUT 
..- Whatever the Budget 


@ Waite ror “Planning your 
Bathroom and Kitchen for Today 
and Tomorrow”, It will guide 
you in making the most of any 
space or shape in your proposed 
or existing home. 

Another booklet, “Plumbing 
and Heating for the Home”, will 
show you the fixtures at present 
being manufactured. These book- 
lets, plus advice from your archi- 
tect and plumbing and heating 
contractor, will enable you to 
get the best value from the dol- 
lars you set aside for that all- 
important bathroom investment. 


Products of the following subsidiary 
companies are manufactured to Crane 


standards of quality: 
@ CANADIAN POTTERIES Limited 


@ PORT HOPE SANITARY 
Manufacturing Co. Limited 


@ WARDEN KING Limited 
@ CRANE STEELWARE Limited 
@ ALLIANCEWARE Limited, 


A CRANE-equipped bathroom to suit every home-building budget! 
Now, truly, a reality! The bathroom shown above is ideally suited to 
the small, modern home—compact, simple in its appointments, yet 
embodying the same functional utility and basic Crane quality as 
found in the more distinctive features of higher-priced dwellings. 
The extensive Crane line of bathroom fixtures provides you with 
a choice of materials—vitreous china, porcelain-enamelled cast iron, 
or porcelain-on-steel—whichever suits your taste and purse. All blend 
harmoniously with attractive Crane trim and accessories. Further, 
regardless of which visible items you select, with Crane piping com- 
ponents behind the walls, you will have a “bathroom package” de- 


lightful to own, dependable to maintain—CRANE throughout! 


1-8032 


Plumbing Fixtures - Heating Equipment 
Valves - Fittings + Piping 


CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 2, Canada 
Branches in 18 Cities in Canada and Newfoundland 


NATION-WIDE REPRESENTATION THROUGH PLUMBING 
AND HEATING CONTRACTORS EVERYWHERE 


N INTERNATIONALLY famous 
perfumer, in a recent visit to this 
country, gave a valuable tip on 
preserving favorite scent. “Per- 
fume should always be kept in the 

dark,” he advised. “Even though it’s 
a temptation to set out the attractive 
bottle as a decoration for your dressing 
table, it’s best to keep it in your dresser 
drawer so it will be protected from the 
harmful action of light.” 


An alluring way to apply perfume 
is to tuck a scent-dipped bit of cotton 
wool down the bosom of your dress. The 
warmth of your body will waft the 
fragrance upward. Good hint for your 
dancing evenings. 


If you should belong to the put- 
it-off-till-tomorrow school of thought, 
beware that your complexion isn’t one 
of the first victims of neglect. If you pop 
into bed without removing make-up— 
if you say lightly, “It can’t hurt just 
this once,” chances are that “just this 
once” will occur much too often. Face 
cleansing can become as strong a habit 
as tooth brushing. And, by face cleans- 
ing, we don’t mean merely pressing a 
wash cloth over your face and neck and 
calling it a day. We mean the soap and 
water technique, followed by cleansing 
cream, mopped off with face tissue, then 
night cream blotted gently to take away 
oiliness, but. with a faint film left on 
to soothe while you sleep. Sounds like 
a lot of business to go through but it 
actually takes just three minutes flat! 


When it comes to the quality of 
nail polish, your nails are getting a 
better break all the time—or, rather, 
they’re getting fewer breaks all the 
time. Nail lacquer now contains an 
ingredient which keeps nails strong as 
they grow. Also, there are good under- 
coats to give just the right surface ten- 
sion to enable polish to cling without 
chipping, for days at a time. 


Some ingenious chemists have also 
found the answer to one of our bother- 
some manicuring problems. They have 
invented a nonsmear polish remover 
which lifts polish without smudging, no 
matter how many coats have been 
applied. It’s made with an oily base 
which is good for lubricating skin and 
nails. 


Never lead with your chin is sound 
advice at all times. Especially so if 
you're carrying on a téte-d-téte con- 
versation with a_ tall-dark-and-hand- 
some. If you have to look upward raise 
your eyes rather than the point of your 
chin. 


D’you know — pipe cleaners are 
awiully good for cleaning combs? And 
cheap too! You can get a year’s supply 
for just a few pennies. To do the job, 
wind the soft wire that runs through the 
middle of the pipe cleaner around a door 
handle or a hook on the wall, then draw 
each tooth of your comb through. 
Finish off by scrubbing the comb with 
soap and small brush. Here’s a word 
about combs: for hygienic reasons, also 
for better hair care, buy combs. with 
wide spacing between the teeth and 
avoid those with sharp points, # 
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uickies 


BY JACQUELINE ROY 


Prepared mixes are a great boon to the busy housekeeper. 
Because the ingredients are already measured and mixed, they 
take much less time to prepare—and there are fewer dishes to 
wash afterward. A bowl, measuring cup and spoon are all the 
equipment you need to prepare the batter. 


These ready mixes are handy to have on your “emergency” 
shelf, too, in case unexpected guests drop in. Whether there are 


Gingerbread, always a favorite, is more popular 
than ever now it comes all ready mixed for baking. 
To make a gingerbread loaf, use half or all the 
package of gingerbread ready mix, stir in the 
required amount of water then pour the batter 
into a well-greased loaf pan. Bake as instructed 
on the package. When baked and partially 
cooled, cut off slices about one inch thick, place 
on a dessert plate and serve with a topping. 


. 


“ont +} P= . 


Cornmeal mix, treated in the same way, gives 
you many more good menu suggestions. Like 
Johnny cake, for example. For this old-fashioned 
favorite, use % or all the package of cornmeal 
mix, quickly stir in the required amount of water 
then pour the batter into a well-greased cake 
pan (an 8- x 8-inch pan will hold the full package). 
Serve with syrup, honey or fruit. Split cake and 
serve with creamed chicken, ham or mushrooms. 


poe 


Tea biscuit mix is, perhaps, the most versatile 
of all. Its plain wholesome goodness makes it 
a perfect background for a great variety of foods. 
The same easy steps take care of your needs in 
short order. If a poll of favorite desserts were 
taken, shortcake would come near the top of 
the list. Use any fruit in season, also canned 
or frozen fruits. Split biscuits, fold fruit into 
sweetened whipped cream or boiled icing. 


tions on the package. 


Why not make gingerbread cupcakes fcr a 


change? Prepare the batter the same as for 
gingerbread loaf, then pour the batter into paper 
cupcake forms or well-greased muffin tins. This 
is a more convenient way of making up the mix 
when there are just two to bake for. Use part 
of the package and make as few or as many as 
you need. Serve cupcakes with maple icing, 
boiled icing or banana or marshmallow sauce. 


If you like the all-round crusty finish of cornmeal 
muflins make the batter up in muffin tins instead 
of a cake pan. Once more it’s the answer for 
the family of two. Cornmeal muflins can be 
used the same way as Johnny cake, whether for 
main course or dessert. For afternoon tea, toast 
muflin halves, butter and spread with jam or 
jelly. For salads and main course, add herbs or 
spices to dry mix. : 





Smaller tea biscuits are more suitable for serving 
with honey, jam, jelly or syrup. They can be 
popped into the oven just before dinner and be 
ready for serving hot at dessert time. Add some 
nutmeg to the mix when making tea biscuits 
to go with applesauce and don’t be afraid to use 
your fancy cutters. Split biscuits and fill with 
creamed meat or fish. Cheese biscuits go well 
with fruit salads, herb biscuits with meat salads. 
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Two or More 


two or many more, you can handle the situation coolly and 
speedily with the aid of prepared mixes. If there are just two 
people, use 4 or % the package. If there’s a crowd, make up 
one or more packages, 


Preparation is very simple. Follow the manufacturer's instruc- 
A good general rule is to empty the 
contents of a package into a mixing bowl, make a well in the 
centre then slowly stir in the recommended amount of liquid. 
Stir only until the dry ingredients are moistened, 





Do you have trouble keeping your cookie jar 
filled? A quick way to refill it is to make up 
a package of gingerbread mix into cookies. For 
drop cookies, use only 44 the amount of water 
needed for the gingerbread loaf (or the amount 
recommended on the package). For rolled 
cookies, use even less water, then roll the dough 
out on a lightly floured board. The drop cookies 
may be pressed flat with a fork and decorated. 





Cornmeal mix makes an excellent topping for 
a meat or fish pie. Prepare the same as for 
Johnny cake then spread the batter over the 
already cooked pie. Place in the oven and bake 
until the cornmeal crust is done. Batter can 
be baked separately in a layer pan and put hot on 
pie before serving. Vary a plain crust by adding 
chopped parsley, pimento, chives or dry mustard, 
cayenne or curry to the dry mix. 


Sy * 





Dumplings enhance any stew. They're easy to 
make—take part or all of the package of biscuit 
mix, stir in a little more water than is needed 
for tea biscuits so that the batter is slightly sticky. 
Drop the batter by spoonfuls onto the hot ‘stew, 
cook on top of the stove, with the lid off for 
10 minutes, then cover tightly and finish cooking 
(about 15 minutes longer). Flavor dumplings 
with grated cheese or herbs, stirred into“dry mix. 


- - - a 2. 


‘ 
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HERDS 


from Your Garden 


by Marie Holmes 


F YOU'D like a little culinary adventure, start a herb garden near 
your kitchen door. When your garden grows, your cooking fun will 
begin. There'll be a variety of new pungent seasonings to add to your 
favorite dishes. 

Here are two secrets you should know before you cook with herbs: 
for successful subtle flavoring, use them sparingly and add them to cooked 
foods near the end of the cooking period. 

So you'll be sure to have your herb garden this summer, visit a seed 
and root specialist soon and select your plants. They can be started in 
pots right away and set in a sunny window. Then when warm weather’s 
certain, put the plants into the garden—-as near your back door as possible 

so they’ll be handy for easy gathering. 


, 


Mayflower and Inspiration KING’S 
« PLATE patterns solve the prob- 
lem of those seeking silverware 
of superior quality and distinc- 
tive design. Available in a wide 
range of individual pieces... 
in sets of six and eight... in open 
stock. Every piece covered 
King’s Plate’s unconditional 
guarantee of supreme quality, 


KINGS «. PLATE. Wiis mune 


STUD, Utut 


Gee (CRA T te Sites Retell 
KIAGIRA FALLS | ONTARIA 


SAGE 


Fresh young leaves have 
strongest flavor. Finely 
chop and mix with cottage 
cheese. Sprinkle over 
tomatoes, string beans, 
eggplant. Be sure to dry 
some for winter use in 
pork dishes, bread stuff- 
ings, game and meat 
loaves. Use 4% to \% 
teaspoon in soups for 6 
servings. 


THYME 


Mild. Delicious both 
fresh and dried. Good 
mixed with other herbs 
for meat and fish sauces. 
Combines wonderfully 
with creamed chipped 
beef, oyster stew. Try it 
with chopped cooked pork 
when filling baked pota- 
toes on the half shell. Use 
l4 to % teaspoon in soups 
for 6 servings. 


MINT 


Sweet. Handy for both 
garnish and flavor. For 
lamb cookery in particu- 
lar. Fresh leaves good in 
iced tea, chopped for mint 
sauce, stuffing for lamb 
and, of course, mint jelly. 
Pretty with fruit salads 
and to decorate fruit bev- 
erages. Adds a delicate 
flavor to peas and carrots. 


SAVORY 


The “summer” kind is 
best known. Flavor much 
like thyme but less strong. 
Combine with thyme and 
sage for seasoning bread 
stuffings for poultry. 
When young and fresh, 
chop leaves for tomato 
juice cocktail and salads, 
Notable with beans of all 
kinds. Use in pork pies. 


DULL 


Better known as dis- 
tinctive flavor for cucum- 
ber pickles. But tender 
young leaves are a deli- 
cious addition to creamed 
chicken and bland dishes. 
Chop young leaves and 
sprinkle over chops, fried 
fish or steak, Young 
blossom tops can be 
chopped and mixed into 
potato salad. 


TARKAGON 


A rare seasoning. Fresh 
leaves can be chopped and 
used much like parsley. 
Try it with tomato salad, 
egg and chicken dishes— 
anything but soup. Pack 
jar with leaves, fill up with 
white vinegar, let stand 
24 hours, then strain or 
bottle. Result? The 


famous tarragon vinegar. 
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will say 

“What a 
lovely, rich 
rug! 


A 
Your friends *.; } \ 
‘ 


-_ 


Cirele = 
Tread 


you ‘ll know 
it's the 
OZITE 

that’s the 
secret! 













Tests and 
actual | 
experience 
prove that 
OZITE 
makes rugs 
wear more 
than twice 
as long! 
| 
V Made of 
millions of 
7 springy 
interlocking 
fibers vom 
stay coring 
fi all your life 
OZITE 


Saves its cost 
many times 


over! | 
.: 
oa 


« 


CUSHION 


Fasy to be sure it's genuine OZITE | 
. by this Circle Tread design 















MADE IN No other rug 
_ CANADA cushion has this 
design of soft, 
springy circles! 








INSIST on the 
CIRCLE TREAD 
DESIGN! 


OZITE PRODUCTS CO., LTD® 
2040 Victoria Street, Montreal, Quebec 





CHIVES 


Little cousins of the 
onion, but more delicate 
in flavor. Always used 
fresh. Perfect in omelets, 


eggs, creamed, scrambled 
or fried; hashed potatoes; 
soups and all foods where 
just a trace of onion im- 
proves the flavor. Use just 
the green shoots, snipping 
off with scissors and chop 
finely. 





BASIL 


Clove - flavored leaves 
and flowers are very pun- 
gent and_= spicy. Use 
sparingly either fresh or 
dried in soups, egg dishes, 
meats (particularly sau- 
sages), and salad dress- 
ings. Has special affinity 
for tomatoes. May be 
used for jelly in the same 
amount and method as for 
mint jelly, 


PARSLEY 


Mild. Gives sprightly 
touch to meat or fish 
platter. Just the thing for 
adding interest to sauces, 
gravies, soups, stuflings, 
sandwich fillings. |Add 
chopped to melted butter 
and lemon juice and pour 
over vegetables, fish and 
steak. When fresh, use 
whole tiny sprigs for 
garnish or cut fine and 
sprinkle over cooked foods. 





MARJORAM 


Sweet and pungent, 
often associated with sage 
and thyme for seasoning 
stuffings. Use fresh, in 
summer, then dry and 
bottle for winter. Chop 
fresh leaves to sprinkle 
into salads, or over roast 
pork. Fresh or dry may 
be mixed with scrambled 
eggs, ome lets. For 6 serv- 
ings use 4 to 4% teaspoon. 
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Cleaning day ? Tired as can be? 











Try a cup of Tender Leat Tea 
The flavors grand 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| it peps you up 


THERE’S 


Quick Confort 


INA 


®@ Work or worry got you 
down? Perk up with a steaming, 
fragrant cup of Tender Leaf 


cu ES OF Tea...the tea that brings you 


the finer, richer flavor of young, 
tender tea leaves! At your 
grocer’s in convenient size 
packages... and in ‘‘filter-type” 
tea balls ...no specks; every 
cup crystal clear. 


TENDER LEAF 
TEA 
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EAGLE BRAND IS BACK' 


Now make these luscious... 


MOLASSES BROWNIES 


40 SUGAR! NO SHORTENING! SO EASY TO MAKE/ 


1% cups (15-oz. can) Eagle Brand 


Sweetened Condensed Milk 


Dash of salt 
2 cups graham wafer crumbs 


Mix Eagle Brand Sweetened Condensed 
gtaham wafer 
crumbs, nut meats and vanilla. Blend 
thoroughly. Spread mixture in $x 12 inch 
pan greased and lined with waxed paper. 


Milk, salt, molasses, 


ELSIE 


Y teaspoon vanilla 
V4 cup molasses 
1 cup chopped nut meats 


Garnish as desired. Bake in moderate 


oven (350°F) 15 minutes or until set. 
Turn from pan and remove paper at 


once. Cool, cut 
about 24 brownies. 


Every Magic Recipe is planned and tested to give 
you perfect results . . . with a minimum of fuss 
and trouble! Every recipe is built around Eagle 
Brand, the original Sweetened Condensed Milk, 
made to Borden’s high-quality standards. It’s a 
creamy-rich blend of the purest whole milk and 


sugar. 


For recipes for dozens of delicious candies, 
cookies, puddings, ice creams, send post card for 
FREE Book of Eagle Brand Magic Recipes to 
The Borden Company, Limited., Grocery Prod- 
ucts Div., Spadina Crescent, Toronto, Ontario. 


into squares. 


Makes 


Meals of the Month 


BREAKFAST 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


N 
_ 


| Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
| ‘Toasted Muffins Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


NNO 


a 
— 
- 
= 
Zz 


Blended Fruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


lus 


| 
cS 
= 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones Jam 
Coffee Cocoa 


oa 


= 
& 
— 
- 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


er 


= 
= 


Orange Slices 
Cereal 
Toasted Bran Muffins 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





Tomato Juice 
Cereal 





MON 


Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


~j>) 


Nn 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 


S 
Toasted Scones 
Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Biended Fruit Juices 
Cereal 
foast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


Orange Slices 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


THU Grapefruit Sections 


6 Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
e Coffee Tea 
FRI Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 
SAT 


15 


“SU N Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Soft-cooked Egg 
) Toast 
- _Coffee Tea 


| MON Blended Fruit Juices 
= Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones 
Conserve 
Coffee 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Wholewheat Muffins 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 





MAY 


L UNCHEON or SUPPER 
Broiled W leners 
(wrapped in bacon) 
Tomato Ketchup 
Coleslaw 
Chocolate Cream Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Chicken Soup 
Assorted Sandwiches 
Raw Relishes } 
Apple Snow Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Crispy Baked E gigs 
with Creole Sauce 
Carrot Stieks 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Jelly Doughnuts 
Tea Cocoa 
Potato Salad Cold Meat 

| Coleslaw 
Pickles 
Sliced Oranges 
Peanut Butter Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Tomato Soup 
| Pear and Cottage Cheese Salad 
Gingerbread 
leftover) 

Tea Cocoa 
Toasted Cheese 
Sandwiches 
Cabbage and Peanut Salad 
Jelhed Prunes 
Tea Cocoa 


Noodles & Mushroom Soup 
in Casserole 

| Carrot, Raisin & Onion Sal: ad | 

Grape W hip with Custard Sauce 

| Tea Cocoa 


i 
Jelly Omelet 
Parsley Tea Biscuits 
Raw Carrot Sticks 
Chocolate Rennet Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 
— oi waited 
Creamed Mushrooms on 
Toast Points 
Coleslaw 
Frosted Spice Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Salad Plate 
Cottage Cheese, Potato Salad 
Tomato Jelly Mold 
Canned Fruit 
Oatmeal! Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Remakins of Salmon and Pea 
Hot Rolls 
Carrot Strips 
Cinnamon Apple Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Welsh Raretit 
Vegetable Salad Bowl 
Vanilla Blancmange with 
Strawberry Jam 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Boston Baked Beans 
Brown Bread 
Pimento Coleslaw 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Sugar Doughnuts 
Tea Cocoa 
Spaghetti in Tomato Sauce 
Shredded Cabbage 
French Dressing 
Crackers Cheese 
Plum Jam 
Tea Cocoa 


Weiners in a Bun 
Mustard Relish 
Carrot Sticks 
Jam Turnovers 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Tomato Soup 
Bread Sticks 
Salad Fruit Plate 
Coffee Bun 
Tea Cocoa 


Toasted Bacon Sandwiches 
Cabbage Salad 
Thousand Island Dressing 
Tapioca Cream 
Orange Cake (leftover) 
Tea Cocoa 
Creamed Chicken on Biscuits 
Shredded Cabbage 
Mayonnaise 
Apple Sauce 

Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Plate with C 
Salad 
Pickled Beets 
Orange and Banana Fruit Cup | 
Tea ® Cocoa | 


abbaye 








DINNER 
Lamb C hops Mint Sauce | 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Asparagus Cuttings | 
Sponge Cake with Fruit Filling | 
Coffee Tea 


Short Rib Roast of Beef 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Browned Potatoes 
Green Lima Beans 
Baked Rice Custard 

Cotiee Tea 
Cold Sheed Roast Beef 
Horse-radish 
Mashed Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
Jam Trifle 
Coffee Tea 


Breaded Veal Cutlets 
Creamed Potatoes Peas 
Gingerbread W Nipeed ~ ream 


Grilled Liver 
Mashed Potatoes 
Sliced Carrots 
Butterscotch lee Cream 
Cookies 
Coffee Tea 


Swiss Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
Butter Beans 
Steamed Spice Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Coffee | 
| 
i 
i 
| 


Baked White Fish 
Parsley Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 
ba ottee Tea 
Grilled Sausages 
Tomato Casserole 
Baked Potatoes 
Apple Pie Chee 
Coftee Tea 


Hot Meat Loaf 
Tomato Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Rhubarb Crisp 
Coffee re 


Cold Meat Loaf 
Baked Potatoes Peas 
Ice Cream 
Spice Cake (leftover) 
Coffee Tea 
Waffle Steak Brown Gravy 
Boiled Potatoes | 
Buttered news | 
Lemon Meringue Pi 
Coflee Tea 





Steak and Kidney Pie 
Potato Cakes 
Oven-cooked Carrots 
Fruit Bread Pudding 


Coffee Tea | 


Boiled Pork Hocks 
Riced Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Orange Souffié 
Coffee Tea 


Oven-poached Haddock 
Egy Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Cherry Rolypoly 
Collee Tea 


~ French Omelet, Creole 
Riced Potatoes 
Creamy Corn 
Butterscotch Pudding 
with Cream 
Coffee Tea 
Stewed Chicken 
Potato Dumplings 
Lima Beans Diced Carrot 
Orange Layer Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Baked Sausage 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Diced Beets 
Cottage Pudding 
Fruit Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Boiled Dinner 
(Brisket, Potatoes, Carrot 
Onions) 
Chocolate Cream Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Meat Balls in Tomato Savce 
Fluffy Mashed Potatoes 
Seven-Minute Boiled Cabbe :c | 
Custard Rice Pudding 
Cofleé Te 





a! 
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| 


| 


THU 


20 


FRI 


21 


SAT 


22 





SUN 


23 


MON 


24 


TUE 


25 





MON 


ol 


Savory Spaghetti 
crisp. 
fry 5 minutes. Add % can condensed tomato soup, 4% 
toes, 4% teaspoon salt, 4 teaspoon each mace and siielliea: dash 


of cayenne. 


Simmer 30 minutes. 
directed on package. 





Cut 3 slices bacon into pieces; fry until 
Leave 2 tablespoons dripping in pan. Add 1 sliced onion; 


6 can toma- 


Cook 4 ounces spaghetti as 
Place spaghetti in well-greased 144-quart 


ovenproof casserole, pour sauce over top and bake in moderate 


oven 


BREAKFAST 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Toasted Wholewheat Bread 
_, Senate 
Tea 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Cocoa 


Toast 
Coffee 





Stewed Figs 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Tomato Juice 

Bran Waffles 

Maple Syrup 
Coffee ; 


Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones 
Coffee 


Jelly 
Tea 


Sliced Oranges 
Buckwheat Pancakes 

Maple Syrup 
Coffee 


Tea 


Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coflee Tea 
Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Toasted Bran Muffins 
Jelly 
Cocoa 


Coffee 


Blended Fruit Juices 


Cereal 
Pancakes Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
Apple Juice 
Cereal 
Toast __ Jam 
Coffee Tea 


| 





LUNC HEON « or SUPPER 


Corn Chowder 
Carrot and Raisin Salad 
Stewed Rhubarb 
Chinese Chews 
Tea Cocoa 
Eggs Baked in Cereal 
with Celery Soup Sauce 
Coleslaw 
Caramel Blancmange 
Cocoa 
Hot adanentn t Sandwich 
with Grav 
Raw Relish Tray 
Baked Custard 
Cocoa 


Tea 


Creamed eee on Toast 
Raw Carrot Sticks 
Canned Peaches and Cream 
Oatmeal Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Macaroni Casserole 
Cooked Vebetable Salad 
Brown Bread 
Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Fish on Toast 
Cabbage Salad 
Fruit Cup 
Bran Muffins 
Tea Cocoa 
Cheese Omelet 
Raw Sliced Onions in Vinegar 
Stewed Rhubarb 
a Cookies 
Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Liver Loaf 
Potato Salad 
Canned Tomatoes 
Raisin Oat Bread 

Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 
Vegetable Soufflé 
Cabbage and Green Bean Salad 
Raisin Bread Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Chicken Soup 
Grated Carrot and Peanut 
Butter Sandwiches 
Bananas and Cream 
Chocolate Nut Squares 
lea Cocoa 
Omelet with Diced Bacon 
Brown Rolls 
Raw Carrot Fingers 
Orange 

Coconut 
Tea Cocoa 
Tomato Rarebit 
Cabbage and Olive Salad 
Fruited Tapioca 
Tea Cocoa 


Slices Sprinkled with | 





Nests ' 


Roast 


Ic 


Liver 


(350 degrees F.) 15 minutes. About four servings. 


DINNER 
Shepherd’ s Pie 
Chili Sauce 
Green Beans 
Johnny Cake 
Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
Fried Fish Steaks 
Tartare Sauce 
Potato Balls 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Peach Shortcake 
Collee Tea 


Braised Oxtails 
Riced Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Broiled Grapefruit 
Coffee fea 


Lamb Mint Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Asparagus 
e Cream Chocolate Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Cold Roast Lamb | 
Mint Jelly 
Raw-iried Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Fruit Rolypoly 
__ Coffee Tea 





Curried Lamb (leftover 
Riced Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Floating Island 
Coffee Tea 
and Bacon Loaf 

Brown Gravy 
Mashed Potatoes 
Boiled Onions 
Cherry Buns 


Coffee Tea 


Grilled Link ‘Sausage: s | 
Mashed Potatoes | 
Corn Fritters 
Canned Berries 
Waters 
___ Coffee Tea 


Salmon Loaf 
Tomato Soup Sauce 
Fluffy Mashed Potatoes 
Green Peas 
Coffee Spanish Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Minute Steaks 
Stewed Tomato Casserole 
Browned Potatoes 
Rhubarb Shortcake 

Coffee Tea | 
Pot Roast 
Boiled Potatoes 
Savory Cabbage 
Baked Cup Custard with 
Toasted Almonds 
Coffee Tea 
Swiss Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Spiced Cottage Pudding 
Marshmallow Sauce 
Coffee Tea Pa 
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FOR DELICIOUS 
BAKING RESULTS USE 
FLEISCHMANN'S 

ROYAL YEAST 





t 


... always there when you want 


You can bake the most luscious 
sweet breads in the world at a 
moment’s notice with Fleisch- 
mann’s Royal Fast Rising Dry 
Yeast. Quick-acting, easy to use, 
Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising 
Dry Yeast keeps for weeks with- 
out refrigeration ... lets you bake 
any time because it’s always right 
there when you want it. 














FLEIS 


TRADE Marks 


No last minute dash to the 
store with Fleischmann’s Royal 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast in the cup- 
board, you’re ready for “emer- 
gency” baking, too. Ask your 
grocer for Fleischmann’s Royal 
Fast Rising Dry Yeast today. 


| Keeps in the cupboard 





Stand, 
lard Br 
Sontreal Toronto - “Win 














BRENDA YORK’S 
COLUMN 


$100 First P, rize for Bost ats ‘ 


A PRIZE FOR EVERYONE ~~ 


HELLO NEIGHBOURS: Know something? This month I’m not going to 
chat with you about “Good-Things-To-Eat”. Being May—and Spring 





REPORTS 





housecleaning time—I'd like to tel 
Browsing through the files here, I 







my great-great Aunt—an 


you a little story or two about soap. 
iscovered that during the war when 


soap was as scarce as diamonds in a vegetable patch, mothers of new 

babies were able to buy pure Maple Leaf Soap ri 

prescriptions! That was [gm enough for me! The lace cloth made by 
brought out only on high days and holidays 


akes on their doctors’ 







has now been washed in lovely, soft Maple Leaf suds and it looks beautiful! 
My precious wool blankets, too, got the Maple Leaf treatment and, 
believe me, they’re as soft as a kitten’s ear—and, FOR LADIES ONLY: 


There’s Saucy News in the new canned toppings for ice 
cream now on your grocer’s shelves. You can choose from six 
different flavors in large (10 serving) or small (4 to 5 serving) 
tins. You may want to “thin” some of the sauces with a little 
water—but, even undiluted, they'll cost you only 2% to 4 cents a 
serving depending on the type of sauce. 















Maple Leaf Soap Flakes are just the ticket for dainty undies. 


Eager to learn more about soap, I was right on hand at the plant when the 
first packages of QUIX came off the “assembly line’. QUIX is a new, 
all-purpose soap that I’m sure all the neighbours are going to like for the 
countless cleaning jobs around the house. It’s a tiny flake soap powder, 
is easy on the hands and does a mighty efficient job of removing even the 
most stubborn dirt from coca laundry. For dishwashing, I found 
QUIX produced long-lasting suds, and dishes fairly sparkle. So, with 
QUIX all-purpose soap for general work—and Maple Leaf Soap Flakes 
for fine laundry, you have a perfect two-some for all soap’n’water jobs... 
but how I do run on— it’s high time to say 


CONGRATULATIONS AND BEST WISHES TO 
Mrs. F. H. Martens, 
Box 291, Estevan, Sask. 


who is the winner of the February $100.00 First Prize for a delightful new 
use for Maple Leaf Cheese. Mrs. Martens’ “Nippy” Cheese Cookies 
made a big hit with all the judges—and would be a mighty popular addi- 
tion to any cookie jar. This is how Mrs. Martens makes: 


MAPLE LEAF CHEESE TANGS 


\% cup Domestic Shortening 1 teaspoon baking powder 

1 cup brown sugar 1 teaspoon salt 

1 egg, well beaten 1 cup oatmeal 

1 teaspoon vanilla 1 cup coconut (or cornflakes) 

1 cup sifted flour 14 cup grated Maple Leaf “ Nippy” 

14 teaspoon baking soda Cheese 
Method: Cream shortening and brown sugar together thoroughly, Add well-beaten egg 
and vanilla. Combine thoroughly. Sift flour, baking soda, baking powder and salt 
into creamed mixture. Add oatmeal, coconut (or cornflakes) and grated cheese. 
Combine well. Drop, one teaspoonful at a time, on lightly-greased baking sheet 
and press lightly with a fork dipped in flour. Bake at 350° F. for 12-15 minutes. 
Yield: about 8 dozen Maple Leaf Cheese Tangs. 
THIS MONTH, THERE’S TO BE A $100.00 FIRST PRIZE for the most 
interesting experience with 

MAPLE LEAF SOAP FLAKES 

From time to time we've received letters from 
women telling us how much they like Maple 
Leaf Soap Flakes and I’m sure the neighbours 
who have used them would like to share their 
experiences with us. Perhaps you, too, have 
found Maple Leaf flakes just right for fine 
laundry—your best china, crystal, or daily 
dishes—or the baby’s duds. Do write and tell 
me, won't you—your letter may win the 
$100.00 cheque. 


There are Consolation Prizes, too ! 
Everyone who writes will receive from Canada 
Packers a voucher which may be exchanged 
FREE at your grocer’s for a package of the 
new QUIX Soap Powder. 


WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot be returned. 
Send as many entries as you wish to compete for the First Prize—NO 


LABELS WANTED—but we promise only ONE voucher per person. 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the $100.00 First Prize—as well as the 
FREE Voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or before midnight, 
May 3lst, 1948. " First Prize winner will be announced in my August 
Magazine column. ; 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 
“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this . .. 


TRANSFORMER: “Nippy” Cheese Sauce on HIDDEN GOLD: Remove pimiento from olives 
hot green cabbage for a change? Definitely, yes! half fill cavity with Maple Leaf “Nutty” 
KITCHEN CUT-UP: Scissors belong in every ae pimiento. Let the guests guess, 
kitchen gadget line-up. Use them for cutting W5¢ you know! 
orange and grapefruit membranes—dip them VITAMINS PLUS: Don’t waste the water in 
in hot water when cutting marshmallows— i504, + woked. Ada it to totmeat< 
d they’re indispensable when cutting daint ee ee in ee a ad, 
on dwich & Y juice, chill, and serve as a Tomato-Vegetable 
sandwiches. Juice Cocktail. About 144 cups of vegetable 
QUICK TRICK: A drop or two of lemon juice water to 4 cup tomato juice is right for me— 
added while rice is cooking keeps the grains plus a dash of lemon or Worcestershire Sauce. 
whole—and white as can be. My pre-dinner pepper-upper. 


A Square Frying Pan has special advantages. Bacon 

slices can be arranged uniformly side by side in it. When the pan 
is not in use the handles fall back, permitting the pan to fit com- 

pactly into the cupboard. 


A Transparent Plastic Egg Carton allows you 
to check your store of eggs at a glance and gives added protection 
against breakage and evaporation. The cartons, which have a 
dozen “cups,” are made in two sections designed to fit closely 
together. Top and bottom are exactly alike—can be separated for 
emergency storage of as many as two dozen eggs. 







Spring Houseclean Your Waxed Furniture 
(varnished or unvarnished) with a “furniture shampoo.” Add 3 
tablespoons linseed oil and 1 tablespoon turpentine to 1 quart hot 
water; mix thoroughly and allow to cool. Wring out a soft cloth 
in the mixture, apply over a small area at a time, then dry 
immediately. Leaves a smooth clean surface for a fresh applica- 
tion of wax; helps your furniture gain a satisfying, shining lustre. 














Cooking Herbs, fetchingly bottled and set up in a little 
wooden cupboard, will delight food connoisseurs. Here, con- 
veniently packaged, is a great variety of seasonings which will 
enhance the culinary reputation of the cook who uses them. 








Tomato Paste deserves a prominent place on your pantry 
shelf. It lends color and interest to macaroni dishes, vegetable 
casseroles and rarebits, and is an important ingredient in all the 
better spaghetti sauces. Diluted with water and seasoned, it 
makes an excellent emergency tomato juice if you’re caught short 
with company at the door. Cover partly used tins closely, store 
in refrigerator and use up within a day or two, 


















Sturdy Trays of generous size make excellent dumb- 
waiters for the not-so-dumb housewife. Use a tray to fetch and 
carry when setting or clearing the dinner table and you'll save 











yourself many a tedious step. 







Make A Stool Save Your Feet?! [1 takes less energy 
to sit down while doing your work. Mrs. C. E. S. of Chatham, 
Ont., has hit on the clever scheme of using a piano stool so she can 
adjust it to the height of any working surface. 









DDT To The Rescue Again! While we can’t be sure 
of what the summer will bring we do know there’ll be flies and 
mosquitoes. Spray your screens with a 5% solution of DDT 
before you fit them to the window; give them another treatment 
at mid-season, That'll discourage the winged pests. 













Speaking Of Sereens, if you put up spandy-clean ones 
each spring, you'll go a long way toward keeping your windows 
clean. Brush the screens thoroughly, then go over them carefully 
(both sides) with cleaning fluid or coal oil. Paint the frames 











So once more, friends—I’vé come to the end of the chapter. On the “24th” 


when the cottage comes to life, I shall do likewise—for that’s when another 


afterward if you wish. 





lovely, long Summer begins. Don’ 
Leaf Soap, will you? Be sure to post your letter before midnight 


t forget to write to me about — 
ay 


31st, in order to qualify for the prizes. Meanwhile, happy “24th” everyone, 


Cookery Parchment Bags seal in the goodness of 


















foods during cooking. Place vegetables on a sheet of the parch- 





Your “‘Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, 
: te ment, then tie the corners together tightly and drop into boiling 
pant, water. This treatment also keeps meat from falling apart during 


simmering. Parchment should be wet before using. 











Cookie Jar Suggestions 


No need to worry about raids on the 
cookie jar if you have some good recipe 
ideas for refilling it. Handy for now 
and all through the summer are these 
Institute suggestions for quickly baked 
cookies and emergency sweet snacks. 


Refrigerator Cookies 


“Make up and chill, bake as needed” 


4 cup butter 

4 cup shortening 

24 cups sifted bread flour 
1 teaspoon baking powder 
4 teaspoon baking soda 
\% teaspoon salt 

4 teaspoon lemon extract 
4 teaspoon almond extract 
lg teaspoon vanilla 

14 cup brown sugar 

4 cup granulated sugar 

2 eggs, well beaten 


PREPARATION: Assemble equipment 
and ingredients. 

Measure butter and shortening into 
mixing bowl and allow to stand at 
room temperature until soft. 

Sift together flour, baking powder, soda 
and salt onto piece of waxed paper. 


METHOD: Cream butter and shorten- 
ing until fluffy. Add flavorings. Gra- 
dually add sugars, mixing until creamy. 
Add beaten eggs. Beat well. Add dry 
ingredients, combining thoroughly. Chill 
dough % to 1 hour. Shape chilled dough 
into rolls 2 inches in diameter and wrap 
in waxed paper. Chill overnight or at 
least 8 hours in refrigerator. Using 
sharp knife cut chilled dough into 
\y-inch slices. Arrange on ungreased 
cookie sheet, leaving space between 
cookies to allow for spreading. Bake at 
375 degrees F. (moderately hot oven) 
for 8 to 10 minutes. Remove cookies 
from pan. Place on wire rack to cool. 
Yield: 7 dozen cookies. 

Note: Cookies may be decorated with 
cherries, raisins or nut halves before 
baking. Dough will keep well in re- 
frigerator for three or four weeks. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


VARIATIONS: To make Tutti-Frutti 
Refrigerator Cookies, add 4 cup sliced 
blanched almonds and 4% cup chopped 
candied fruits or red and green cherries 
to the Plain Refrigerator Cookie recipe. 
For Chocolate Refrigerator Cookies, 
add 3 squares (3 ounces) unsweetened 
chocolate, melted, to the plain recipe 
above. Refrigerator Nut Cookies are 
made by adding 4% cup finely chopped 
nuts to the plain refrigerator cookie 
recipe. 
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is the bobby pin 
that holds 


YOUR HAIR IN PLACE 


better 


Keep your hair always 
smooth, chic and lovely 
with the superior bobby 
pin—HoLp-BoB. Invisible in 
the hair, strong yet flexible. 
Rounded-for-safety ends 
won't catch hair. HOLD-BOBS 
slide in smoothly, stay more 
securely—feel better, hold 
better. Remember, only 
HOLD-BoBS have these 
exclusive features. 


For Ginger Cookies, add 4% cup chopped ey, 
ginger to cookie dough. mart MADE 4 
Drop cookies may be made with x iN 
refrigerator dough by dropping tea- CANADA 
spoonfuls into a bowl of chopped nuts, — 


coconut or crushed cornflakes and coat- 
ing well. Place on greased cookie sheet, 


press down with a fork and bake in a xe 
moderate oven (375 degrees F.) for 
about 12 minutes. No refrigeration of ey 


dough is necessary. 


Quick Sweet Snacks sh oO BBY PINS 
Make sandwiches of graham crackers 
or soda biscuits using peanut butter, Made in Canada by Gaylord Products of Canada, itd., St. Hyacinthe, P. Q. 
marmalade, jam, apple butter, date . . « formerly known as The Hump Hairpin Mfg. Co. of Canada (1940) Ltd. 
filling or cream cheese as filling. + OTRADE MARK REG. IN CANADA 
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DEMAND CAKE FLOUR 
FROM SPECIALISTS 
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REGISTERED TRADE MARE 
* You's 
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Swans Down Other brand — and 7? 
Beano Cipes on ed re. 


CAKE FLOUR 


A Product of General Foods 


Feature Recipes from the Institute 


These lunch or supper dishes are in tune 
with early summer meals and they 
introduce as well the Institute’s -new 
recipe style. You'll notice the detailed 
step-by-step directions make them easy 
to follow. 


Baked Rice and Cheese 


“An all-in-one supper dish 
too” 
1 cup fluffy boiled rice 
i cup grated Cheddar cheese 
1 egg, beaten 
\4 teaspoon salt 


economical 


1 cup milk 
PREPARATION: Make fluffy boiled 
rice as follows—have 3 cups water 


boiling rapidly. Add % teaspoon salt. 
Wash '¢ cup raw rice and drain in sieve. 
Slowly drop rice into boiling, salted 
water. Cook stirring occasionally. When 
rice is soft but still whole (15 to 25 
minutes), drain in colander. Place 
colander with rice covered by cloth over 
steaming water to fluff and dry out. 
Grease a 1|-quart casserole. 

Preheat oven to 325 degrees F. 
METHOD: Combine rice, grated cheese, 
beaten egg, salt and milk. Turn into the 
greased casserole and bake in moderate 
oven (325 degrees F.) for 40 to 45 
minutes or until set. Yield: 4 servings. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Asparagus with Cheese 
Sauce and Bacon 


“A happy blending of flavors with a 


party air” 

Wash the asparagus in cool water, 
scrubbing lightly with a soft brush to 
remove dirt and scales. Cut off or snap 













LOOK YOUNGER than you are 


Your hair has greater charm and loveliness when it’s 
bright and gay with sparkling colour and highlights 

. and it makes you look younger, too. Why not 
discover for yourself how much lovelier Nestle Colorinse 
will make your own hair. Use it today to rinse away 
dullness and add radiant colour . . . 9 glamorous shades 
15c and 35c at all Beauty Counters. 


Hcole COLORINSE 


“CANADA'S MOST BEAUTIFUL WOMEN CHOOSE NESTLE” 


the tough stalk ends. Tie in individual 
bundles or one large bundle, using 
kitchen string. To keep the stalks in 
shape, stand them in a deep, narrow pot 
(a coffee pot is good) on the cut ends. 
Pour boiling water into the pot until it 
reaches 1 inch below the asparagus tips. 
Cover the pot and boil gently for 25 to 
3) minutes or until tender. At the end of 
15 minutes cooking add % teaspoon salt 
for a 1-pound bunch of asparagus. Drain 
well before serving. 

When cooking asparagus in the pressure 
cooker, prepare the same as for boiling. 
Tie in bundles. Set upright in the cooker, 
add \% to % cup hot water, as recom- 
mended in pressure cooker booklet, and 
cook 1 to 2 minutes, as indicated. 
When asparagus is cooked, cut the string 
and remove it, then arrange on a hot 
platter (on toast squares, if desired). 
Pour creamy sauce over the 
asparagus and garnish with crisp bacon. 


cheese 


Cheese Sauce 


“Mild and smooth—perfect with tender 
new asparagus” 


1 tablespoon butter 

2 tablespoons flour 

1 cup hot milk 

4 teaspoon dry mustard 
Salt and pepper 

lg cup grated cheese 
(processed plain or pimento) 


METHOD: Make a sauce with the 
butter, flour, milk and seasonings. When 
thickened and smooth, add the cheese. 
Stir occasionally until the cheese is 
melted. Yield: about 114% cups. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute. @ 


K 


Nestle, originators of permanent 
waving, are hair specialists who 
make Hairlac, Shampoo, Baby 


Hair Treatment and Shampoo 
Tint. 


NC47-2A 
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The Perfect Mother-in-law 


Continued from page 13 


are generally possessive, but the mother 
of a gal is not quite so possessive as the 
mother of a son.” 

“The mother of a girl is always de- 
lighted,” she went on, “if her daughter 
finds a good husband because, to the 
mother of a girl, that answers so many 
problems for her offspring. It usually 
means contentment, and a slice of this 
much-vaunted security we're all striving 
for. She’s acquired the partnership state 
most women find necessary to them. But 
the mother of a son won’t feel marriage 
is so essential for her boy because, in the 
back of her mind, although she may not 
realize it, she’s apt to be jealous of other 
women in his life.” 

“Don’t talk to me about mother-in- 
law possessiveness,” a suffering daughter- 
in-law exploded. “‘Sometimes | wonder 
if my husband and I share any private 
life. Thanks to the endless demands of a 
clinging-vine mother, half his free time 
is spent unraveling snarls in her bank 
account, the other half in listening to her 
woes. Every evening after dinner the 
poor guy is called to the telephone to 
hear a dreary monologue of small talk 
about what’s been happening to Mother 
since she called him at the same time 
last night. The only break he gets is 
when the phone occasionally rings 
before dinner and he can shout at me, 
‘Phone, Sally—it’s your mother, not 
mine!’ ” 

Nobody would deprive a woman of 
the right to talk over her affairs with 
those nearest and dearest to her, but no 
sensible woman would monopolize their 
entire time. My own mother-in-law has 
no hesitation about consulting a younger 
generation, but she asks for opinions 
from us, as a family—not of my hus- 
band alone. Inevitably, there are times 
when I| know it’s a man’s point of view 
she needs most fervently, times when the 
subject is stocks and bonds, the com- 


rade enquiries : please cable * Gor-ray ’ Wesdo, London 


Sole Manufacturers : 





plexities of which I find a great bore. 
On these occasions | slip away quietly, 
leaving the two of them to get down to 
brass tacks. But the important thing, 
for making a congenial relationship, is 
that my skilful mother-in-law has made 
sure I never feel Ieft out. She even 
carries this attitude over into her 
correspondence and, ever since our 
wedding, each letter she has sent to 
our house has been addressed to us 
both, and has begun with a double-name 
salutation. 


AFTER MARRIAGE, a mother’s na- 
tural urge to protect her offspring has 
no way out. The son-in-law replaces 
her as the great protector. At times she 
feels she has still to protect her daughter 
from the husband. 

Wilful mothers like these wreak most 
damage in partnerships where the 
husband is being mildly tempted by 
another woman. Left alone, the “other 
woman” would probably drop out of his 
life, but the girl’s mother finds out about 
it and, riddled with distrust and sus- 
picion, feels driven to interfere. Without 
her prodding, there might never have 
been a quarrel. 

Because of the tenacity of the mother- 
in-law saga, I know today’s prototype 
starts with a handicap built up through 
countless generations. She may be a 
kind and wise and generous woman, 
deeply and primarily concerned with 
the happiness of the young people; 
but because of the centuries-old tradition 
she and daughter-in-law are likely to 
start off like two wire-haired terriers, 
nervous as witches and twice as per- 
verse. It should be a 50-50 proposition, 
with the younger woman prepared to 
at least withhold any formulated notions 
until she sees what the relationship is 
going to be like. 

And it can be anything from passable 
to perfect. Of course, for the ultimate 
good, you have to have tops in mothers- 
in-law. 

Like mine is, for me. # 








Cor-ray Ltd. 107 New Bond Street London W.1 England 
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THIS IS A BABY CUSTOM... 


Pure, gentle Johnson’s Baby Powder, for your 
baby’s delicate skin! 







Like most mothers, you probably have a 
can of Johnson’s on baby’s nursery tray this 
very minute — ready 
soothing sprinkles whenever he needs it. 


Nobody needs to tell you how fragrant, how 
silky-soft Johnson’s Baby Powder is! 


to give him cool, 


Smooth, snow-white Johnson’s Baby Lotion — 
today’s biggest step forward in baby skin care! 


You use Johnson’s Baby Lotion exactly like 
baby oil — all over baby’s body — after his 
bath, at diaper changes. 


Hospital tests prove that Johnson’s Baby 
Lotion care cuts down cases of prickly heat 
and diaper rash by amazing percentages! 

And how you'll enjoy using Lotion — 
fragrant, velvety, not sticky on baby’s skin. 
Get a bottle today! 


4 LIMITED ( MONTREAL 





HELP WANTED 


E ARE looking for energetic, am- 
bitious men and women to act as 
our Local Representatives for all popu- 


lar periodicals. This is a réal oppor- 
tunity! Write for full details. 


Dept. HW-4 


FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 
OF CANADA 


210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 











os 


or for luncheon, Paris Paté sand- 
wiches hit the spot. Deliciously 
flavoured, nourishing, and inex- 
pensive, it’s a 
treat for the 
kiddies, and a 
butter-stretcher 
—try it today. 
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Swift's Diced Meats for Juniors 
Just right for older children 


Even finicky eaters gobble up these ten- 
der, juicy cubes of Swift's Diced Meats! 
Six delicious kinds—ideal to encourage 
chewing and help prevent lazy eating 
habits. Quality lean meats, prepared ex- 
pertly—easier for babies aad young chil- 
dren to digest than rich table foods. Get 
a supply of Swift's Diced Meats today! 


“Ask your doctor 


bow soon and how much Swift’ sStrained 
Meats to feed. Usually one teaspoonful 
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Oociors know earker 


mear-teeding 1s easy with 


Swifts Strained Meats 


Babies who get meat get a better start 
in life—shown by test feedings to 
infants only six weeks old*. They 
were better satisfied, healthier, did 
better generally than babies who did 
not get meat. Now, it’s easy to give 
your own baby the benefits of meat 
earlier in life than ever before. Swift's 
Strained Meats, prepared soft and 
smooth, especially for tiny stomachs, 
may be fed as early as any solid food 
—to help your baby shrive! 


Meat has the “musts” 

to build sturdy babies 
Your fast-growing baby must get 3 
to 4 times more proteins, propor- 
tionately, than you do! Meat 
furnishes an abundance of complete, 
high-quality proteins, plus B vitamins 
rn and blood-building iron 
Bee = yourbabymusthaveevery 
day. When you feed 
Swift’s Strained Meats— 


100% meat—you help make sure 
your baby gets plenty of the “musts” 
for growth and development. 


To form good eating habits— 
feed feods separately 
Doctors recommend feeding foods 
separately—not mixed together—to 
help baby form nutritionally sound 
eating habits. That’s why no other 
foods are mixed in to alter the 
tempting, distinctive flavours and 
textures of Swift’s Strained Meats. 
Baby gets to know the individual 
tastes of six body-building meats: 
beef, lamb, pork, veal, liver and 
heart. The best nutrition comes from 
eating a variety of good foods. Giv- 
ing your baby a well-rounded diet, 
including all six Swift’s Strained 
Meats, cereals, vegetables, fruits and 
milk, helps him form healthy, sound 

eating habits for life. 


_ 6 Strained-6 Diced Meats 


BEEF « LAMB « PORK « VEAL « LIVER « HEART 
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All nutritional statements made in this advertisement 
are accepted by the Council on Foods and Nutrition of 
the American Medical Association. 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. LIMITED 
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Good Kating Habits 


by Elizabeth Chant Robertson, M.D. 


T IS important to feed your young- 
sters the foods needed for excellent 
growth and health, but it is equally 
important to teach them to like 
these foods. Quite a few mothers 

are so anxious to get the prescribed 
amounts into their preschool children 
that they resort to coaxing, bribery or 
even force in order to do so. More often 
than not this leads to trouble. A 
youngster soon realizes that his refusal 
to eat upsets you. This reaction is not 
carefully thought out by him—it is his 
natural response to pressure—and it can 
occur at a surprisingly early age. It is 
annoying to have a small child refuse to 
eat the food that you have prepared for 
him with considerable care, but you 
should do your very utmost not to show 
your annoyance. This advice is easier to 
give than to take, but it certainly is 
sound, You should show your child by 
your calm behavior that whether he 
eats or not is his own concern and you 
do not need to feel that if he misses a 
meal or parts of several meals that it 
will do him any harm. If he refuses to 
eat, give him nothing but plain water 
until his next regular meal. By that 
time he will be really hungry, unless he 
is sick, and you can tell by other signs 
if that is the case. If he is just balky but 
otherwise well you will probably find 
that missing a meal will not upset his 
regular routine in any way. If he refuses 
two meals in succession, which will be 
very unlikely, give him moderately 
sweetened orange juice in place of the 
second meal. 

Here are a series of brief pointers that 
will help you train your child to be a 
good eater. 

Add only one new food on any one day 
and give only about one teaspoonful of it 
to begin with. Sudden and frequent 
changes disturb most babies, and it isa 


good practice in all your training pro- 
gram to make changes gradually. Babies 
cling to the familiar. Give the new food 
near the beginning of the meal when he is 
hungriest. The only exception to this 
rule applies to puddings which are 
always somewhat sweet. Because of 
their sweetness they take the edge off his 
appetite and if they are given first he 
will be likely to refuse some of the rest 
of his meal. Besides puddings are nearly 
always popular. If your youngster is a 
little suspicious of the new food, as is 
often the case, keep the amount of it 
small until he becomes used to it. Then 
you can increase it up to the recom- 
mended amount. During the preschool 
period (from two to five years) children 
are growing relatively slowly and it is 
wise to keep the servings small. 


WHAT SHOULD you do if your child 
absolutely refuses to eat a new food? 
The best plan is to substitute a similar 
one for it—do not try to battle it out 
with him. After a month or so try the 
rejected food again, preferably cooked 
in another way and the chances are that 
he will have forgotten about his previous 
dislike. When babies are first given 
scraped beef they are often much sur- 
prised by its unusual texture and they 
may find it hard to swallow. After a few 
encounters with it they learn how to 
manage it. Such behavior does not 
indicate active dislike on their part. 
Most little youngsters dislike stringy, 
lumpy or creamed foods, so you should 
avoid them. You can get rid of the 
“strings” in vegetables by putting them 
through a sieve. Tough, firm jelly and 
mixtures of foods are also unpopular, as 
are alsogvery hot or very cold foods. 
Colored foods or those made in indivi- 
dual dishes are usually well received. 
The older preschool child often enjoys a 


Chatelaine, May, 1948 — 105 


When baby’s bad temper means 


“Childhood Constipation’ 





HEN your baby’s happy 

smiles change into fretful 
tears and bad temper because 
of “Childhood Constipation’’... 
be a wise mother and give her 
Castoria. 


Thorough and effective —yet 
so gentle, it won’t upset sen- 
sitive digestive systems. 


Made especially for children 
— contains no harsh drugs, 
will not cause griping or dis- 
comfort. 


So pleasant-tasting—children 
love it and take it gladly 
without any struggle. 


CASTORIA 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


“It’s the laxative made especially for infants and 
™ children—again available in the Family-Size Bottle.” 


Get Castoria at your neigh- 
borhood drugstore today. 
Be sure to ask for the laxative 
made especially for children. 


And remember... the 
money-saving Family-Size 
Bottle is back! 
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**An important part of my diet ever since my first bottle has 
been Crown Brand Corn Syrup. Now, that may be all right for a 
little character like myself, but let me tell you, these grown-ups 
sure are lucky what with Mom serving them Crown Brand Corn 
Syrup with so many of their dishes. And she uses it in her baking, 
too, as a sweetener. I can hardly wait until I'm old enough to 
have some hot waffles or pancakes smothered with delicious 
Crown Brand. If it’s as good as it is in my cereal—mmmmm!"’ 








He’s sure I’m dry and comfy 


in my Beaudry Baby Pants. 
Specially pleated and snug fit 
leg design. No buttons to come 
loose . . . no pins to scratch. 
White Vinylite is completely 
waterproof and odourproof. 
Suds clean in a jiffy. Costs a 
little more, but lasts three 
times as long. 


Sizes: Small, Medium and Large 


Insist on 


BABY PANTS 
IN THE SILVER BOX §as-sa 
ALSO CRIB SHEETS, BIBS, ETC. 





For years doctors have recommended the 
use of Crown Brand Corn Syrup as a 
satisfactory carbohydrate acting as a 
milk modifier for bottle-fed infants. 


CROWN BRAND 
CORN SYRUP 


Also Manufacturers of Canada Corn Starch 


mother! 
She uses 
Steedman’s Powders regularly ... to 
keep baby happy aad contented ...the 
little system clean, the stomach sweet. 
The standby of mothers for more 
than 100 years. At your druggist’s. 
FREE BOOKLET: “Hints to Mothers”, on 
request. Write John Steedman & Co., Dept. 


A2, 429 St. Jean Baptiste St. Montreal. 


eating teens POWDERS 
Look for the double EE symbot on the package 








spare time. Earn up to 46% cleor 
prom. Regal’s new 1948 essort- 
ments ore now ready —Ceneda's best 
valves in exquisite designs. Sell 
Regel’s most popular 15 cord box 
$1.00; 20 dainty Handi-Notes $1.00; 
12 Petite Gift cords 60c and 12 
Humerous Everydey ond Birthdoy 
assortment 60c. Rego! offers two 
ovtstonding new lines in 1948: 
beovtiful floral stationery box, 36 
sheets ond envelopes, $1.00 ond 
Everydey Gift Wrapping assortment 
$1.00. Write now for details on how 
te become o Regol Agent. REGAL 
STATIONERY CO LTD., Dept. a2, 
103 Simcoe Street, Toronto, Ontere, 

or Dept. A?2, 
163 W. Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C. 


) Moke money — lots of it—in your 


Make Spare-time Profits! 




















surprise—such as a few raisins in his 
porridge or a little fruit at the bottom 
of his pudding. It is usually best to savé 
his milk until near the end of the meal, 
as it is quite filling. 

Most babies can gradually learn to 
drink from a-glass or a cup when they 
are seven or eight months old. Start off 
with just a mouthful at first. The glass 
should be light in weight, with a steady 
base and preferably unbreakable. At 
about one year of age you should start 
teaching him to use a spoon, because 
learning to feed himself increases his 
interest in his meals. Get a light spoon 
with a short, straight handle and a 
shallow bowl. A spoon with a curved 
handle is more difficult for him to 
manage. Fairly thick foods such as 
porridge or mashed potato are good 
ones for him to start with. He will be 
sure to spill a good deal at first, but you 
can take steps to prevent any serious 
damage and his initial clumsiness is no 
reason for delaying this training. If you 
feed him yourself until he is 18 months 
or so old he may object violently to 
taking over the job himself. At first he 
will find self-feeding quite hard work 
and you will need to help him with 
another spoon when he becomes tired. 
Don’t expect him to be neat for many 
months. When he is beginning to learn, 
though, he should be taught that a 
spoon is not for banging or splashing. 

It is actually less trouble to feed your 
preschool children by themselves shortly 
before your regular meal than to have 
them eat with you. You may doubt 
this, but I think a fair trial will convince 
you that it is so. It is best for the 
youngsters to eat at a low table seated 
on their own little chairs. If necessary 
these can be made out of wooden boxes. 
The same foods but with added season- 
ings and trimmings can form the basis of 
the adults’ meals. You will enjoy your 
own meals more too, if you do not have 
to supervise the small fry. Besides small 
children are apt to be distracted by the 
conversation at the family table and all 
too often they are coaxed or scolded or 
helped too much. However, on special 
occasions they should be allowed to join 
the family group so that they can begin 
to learn how older people behave at 
mealtime. You must be careful though 
that they do not hear food dislikes 
mentioned as they are likely to develop 
similar aversions. Of course it isn’t fair 
to expect them to eat foods that you 
refuse. Many an adult, including myself, 
has improved his eating habits in order 
to set his children a good example. 


ONCE YOUR child has learned to 
manage his eating utensils with fair 
skill, he should eat his meals with the 
minimum of supervision. When you 
stay in the room with him, busy yourself 
partly with some other quiet job. If he 
has not finished his meal in 30 minutes 
remove it without comment and have 
him carry on with his normal routine. 
As sitting still is quite a strain for a 
young child it is a good plan to let him 
get up to fetch his own dessert. He 
should have his meals at regular times 
with no irregular “piecing” in between. 
However, he may have some fruit or a 
plain baby biscuit when he wakes up 
after his afternoon nap, provided this 
does not spoil his appetite for his 
supper. 

You should expect your youngster to 
be hungrier on some days than others. 
For instance, if he has spent the day 





“Marian doesnt 
like her sister!” 






Me is 
2 Y younger 
s daughter, 
arian, has us 


worried,’’ .writes 
a discouraged 
mother. “‘She 
simply won't play 
, nicely with her 
JANET POWER older sister, Loretta. 


Practica! psy ist end Loretta does well at 
mother of three of thekind of school, and is a 


children you'd like to know friendly child. But 
Marian returns meanness and jealousy fot 
Loretta’s kindness. It breaks my heart that 
my own two daughters DON’T GET ALONG!" 

Your problem with Marian will take the 
patience and good-nature of Loretta as 
well as Father and Mother. Marian seems 
to be suffering from LACK OF ATTENTION. 
She needs to be shown that she is /oved, 
wanted and needed by the family. The 
problem can be overcome if everyone helps. 

First, give Marian a fair share of the 
general talk. Ask her to tell about HER 
exciting day—and what plans SHE has for 
tomorrow. NEVER use Loretta for a model 
of perfection. 


Next, clothes. Perhaps Marian wears 
hand-me-downs from Loretta. I realize that 
this is not only logical these days, it's 
necessary’! But put new trimming on the 
dresses—perhaps just a new collar or rib- 
bons. This will show Marian that the dress 
is HERS. Also, cut down one of your dresses 
for Loretta—this will show Marian that 
other people wear hand-me-downs too! 
Marian should understand that she can’t 
have ALL new toys and ALL new clothes— 
but do make sure she gets something new 
at times when Loretta doesn’t. Show Marian 
you're FAIR in giving each girl her share. 

Loretta can help too! Have her pay 
attention to Marian and show an interest 
in her. You must help her feel she is 
wanted, needed and loved—a real person, 
not just ’‘Loretta’s little sister.’’ Patience, un- 
derstanding and good-nature CAN do this! 


Start the day right! 


Fussing over breakfast is a dangerous sign! 
Children SHOULD start the day with a 
pleasant meal. Try Kellogg’s Rice Krispies 
. they're attractive and amusing .. . 
children LOVE to hear the merry Snap- 
Crackle-Pop when you pour on milk or 
cream! They'll ask for more Kellogg's Rice 
Krispies! ‘Rice Krispies’ is a registered 
trade mark of the Kellogg Company of 
Canada, for its delicious brand of oven- 
popped rice. Get some tomorrow! 


“\ 
owth. 


THE MOTHERS’ FORUM 


Kellogg's want to share with others the solu- 
tions you mothers have found for your own 
children’s problems. Have you an interesting 
story? If so—write to Mothers’ Forum, Box 
CH-34, London, Ontario. Kellogg's will pay 
$5.00 for each letter used in this column. 


“‘My boys are a real help!” 
writes Mrs. N. H. McLean 


My little boys were always underfoot just 
before mealtime, but now they don't 
bother me for last-minute snacks. The 
boys are very good about helping me— 
so I have taught them to set the table. 
Each has his own job and does it with- 
out being reminded. I’ve found that they 
are quickly learning neatness and accuracy 


—and they don't keep at me for those’ 
before-meal snacks! 
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Specially designed dome fasteners in the 
inside and outside leg seams enable you 
to make rapid change of diapers without 
removing the garment. Just unsnap — 
change and snap—the job’s done! 


PRE SHRUNK 


Babyalls are sized to 
fit by weight—not age. 
Will fit babies weigh- 
ing 16 to 26 pounds 


inclusive. Correct 


weight stamped on 
each package. 

All Babyalis receive 
the Lux Washability 
Test. They wash up 
| like new—no shrink- 
ing—no fading. 





Young mothers challenged us to design a 
baby garment that would fit properly, with 
no buttons to be chewed off by the baby 
or crushed off in the wringer —one that 
“would stand daily washing without fading 
or shrinking, and one that would make it 
possible for rapid change without removing 
the garment. We accepted that challenge, 
and here is the result. The new sensational 
Babyalls, available in famous 12 test vat 
dyed pastel shades of drills, gabardines 
and corduroys. 


c— 
ie 


MONARCH OVERALL MFG. CO. LTD. 


WINNIPEG, CANADA 


LT LT 


inside because the weather has been 
very bad he won’t have his usual appe- 
tite. Exercise out of doors does help to 
make him hungry. On the contrary very 
hot weather will probably reduce his 
appetite. If he is too tired he will eat 
less. The way to avoid this is to see 
that he has a good long sleep at night 
and in addition a nap or at least a good 
rest after his noon meal. The fact that 
he does not go to sleep every day, is no 
reason for stopping these midday rests. 
He will be more likely to sleep if he lies 
still, 

It is a good plan to have him do some- 
thing quiet for 10 minutes before his 
meal. This gives him a chance to calm 
down and reduces the friskiness at 
mealtime. Of course if your youngster 
is developing a cold, the measles or 
some other infection his appetite will 
be reduced. In this event, urging him to 
eat may upset his stomach. Other 
symptoms will soon disclose the trouble. 
Because he refuses some of his meal does 
not mean that he is sick. A moderate 
amount of praise and approval helps 
your youngster to develop good eating 
habits but urging, scolding, coaxing 
or bribing have just the opposite effect. 





Your Question Box 


I would like to know what is needed 
in the way of clothes for a baby. 
I am writing for a Dutch girl who 
expects her baby in August. She 
realizes. the climate is different in 
Canada so I offered to write for her. 


Here is a list of clothes we recommend 
for a baby: 


3% to 4 dozen diapers 


4 long-sleeved cotton shirts—preferably 
with reinforced tabs for summer 

4 night gowns . . . open all the way 
down the back . . . closed with 
tapes or buttons 


2 cotton dresses and slips 

4 pairs of bootees and stockings 

2 knitted sweaters or jackets 

4 knitted pantees or soakers 

2 pairs of knitted leggings for winter 

1 sleeping bag with hood 

1 warm coat 

2 bonnets (not angora) 

2 pairs mittens (not angora) 

4 flannelette sheets 

1 or 2 cotton baby blankets 

2 crib-sized wool blankets 

3 18-inch square cotton or rubberized 
flannelette pads 

2 yards rubber sheeting 

1 eiderdown 

3 pairs sleepers (fleecelined) 


If there is anything more we can do for 
your Dutch friend please do not hesitate 
to write. 

+ 


Dr. Robertson will be glad to answer 
questions on child care and training. 
Send your questions to her, in care of 
Child Health Clinic, Chatelaine, and 
enclose a stamped, self - addressed 
envelope. 
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@ Mummy found it easy as 
A.B.C. to give me curls—and 
now I get lots of compliments 
on how cute I look. 


@ Every little girl loves 

retty curls and mine are 
Pan to make. It certainly 
looked like my hair would 
always be straight at first. 


@®.That was before Mummy 
learned how quick and easy it 
was to make curls with Nestle 
Baby Hair Treatment. It's sold 
at every drug store and it works 
every time. Try it and see! 


Vlestle 


BABY HAIR TREATMENT 
$1.25 BOTTLE MAKES ONE QUART 


5 OUT SLOW 
DRAINS 


Slow drains warn you of clogging 
drains. Prevent trouble and ex- 
pense by keeping your drains 
clean and fast-running. Use two 
tablespoons of Gillett’s Drain 
Cleaner regularly each week. 


ACTS FASTER — COSTS LESS 


f/ TREATMENTS! 











— SAYS illy Tilbest 


—— Let TILBEST Quick Mixes work magic for you! 
4 ___ Surprise your family to-night with delicious, tempting 


Age ld Tins the Easy Way’ 


Spice Caoke—just add water and bakel 


Try these TILBEST mixes too—WHITE CAKE, CHOCOLATE CAKE, 
GINGERBREAD, PIE CRUST, TEA BISCUIT, QUICK MUFFIN, 
CORN MUFFIN; DOUGHNUT, PANCAKE, WAFFLE. 
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a paper cut 


eee: 


- 





The tiniest injury can become 
infected. Never take a chance. 


Cleanse the injury properly. 
Then put on sBanp-arp*, the 
adhesive bandage that stays put, 
even on hard-to-bandage places. 


It comes to you individually 
wrapped; keeps out dirt, helps 
prevent infection. 


Caution: Remember, not all ad- 
hesive bandages are BAND-AID. 
Only Johnson & Johnson makes 
BAND-AID. 


*BAND-AID is the registered trade mark of 
Johnson & Johnson Limited for its adhesive bandage. 


The quick, easy way 
to bandage a paper cut 








QUICK FIRST ai 


BANDAID . 


ADHESIVE BANDAGES 
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Bridal headdress by 
Alfandri; 


Photography by 
Arnott & Rogers. 
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Preparing for Hospitality 


Pre-war Price..... 256 
Wartime Taxes & Orders I I ¢ 





You pay B8O6¢ 


Plus Deposit 2¢ Per Bottle 






Coca-Cola in 
your refrigerator 


Hospitality... 
in your hands 





Coca-Cola is so easy to take 
home...sO convenient to serve. 
And the pause that refreshes with 
ice-cold Coke is hospitality 


everybody welcomes. 





Ask for it either way... both 
trade-marks mean the same thing. 
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